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Say, penſive muſe, whom diſmal ſcenes delight, 
Frequeat at tombs and 1a the realms of night, 
This truth how certain, —when this life is o'er, 
Man dies to hve, and lives—to die no more. 
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OF THE LAT E 


DR. EDW ARD YOUNG. 


7 DWARD YOUNG, L. L. D. Author of the Night 
= Thoughts, and many other excellent pieces; was 
the only Ton of Dr., Edward Young, an eminent, 
learned, and judicious "divine; Dean of Sarum, Fellow 
ot Wire cheſter College, and Rector of Upham, * Hamp- 


faire, He was born in the year 1084. at Upham, and 


artet being educated in Wincheſter C: leg e, was cho- 


on the foundation of New Coll lege at Oxford, 
Gctober 13, 1703, when he was nineteen years of age; 
t, being diſqualiied on account of his youth, and 
being no vacancy of a ſellowſhip, he removed 
ore the expiration of the year to Corpus Chriſti, 
re he re himſelf a Gentleman Commoner. 
In 1708, he was put into a law fellowſhip, at All 
ie, by Archbiſhop Tenniſon, Here he took the 
zree of B. C. L. in 1714, and in 1710 D.C. L. In 
5 year he publi ſhed his Jragedy of Bufiris; in 1721, 
de Revenge; and in 1723, the Brothers: about this 
die he publiſhed his elegant Poem on the Laſt Day; 
ich, heing wrote by a Layman, Zave the more ſatis- 
{:Aion. He foon af ter publiſhed the Force of Religion, 
Venquiſh'd Love, a poem, which alſo gave much 
Pienture to moſt who read it; but more eſpecially to 
ee noble family for whoſe entertainment it was prin- 
"ally written, Some charge the Author with a ftiff- 
»f verfilicatioa in both theſe” Poems; but they 
with ſuch ſucceſs as to procure him the particular 
ens hip of ſeveral of the nobility, and among the 
*, the patronage of the Duke of Wharton; which 
tly helped him in his finances. By his Grace's 
mmendation he put up for member of parliament 
Cirenceſter *; but did not ſucceed. His noble 
von honoured him with his company to All Souls, 


\ 


ad | 


* He was naturally of an ambitious temper and dif- 
1 21141400, 
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and, through his inſtance and perſuaſion, was at the 
expence of erecting a conſiderable part of the new 
buildings then carrying on in that college. The turn 
of his mind leading him to divinity, he quitted the law, 
which he had never practiſed ; and taking orders, was 
appointed chaplain in ordinary to King George II. 
April, 1728. 

In that year he publiſhed a Vindication of Provi- 
dence, in quarto; and ſoon after, his Eſtimate of 
Human Life, in the ſame ſize; which are thought by 
many to be the beſt of his proſe performances. In 
1730, he was preſented by his college to the rectory of 
Welwyn, in Hertfordibire, reputed worth 3col. a year, 
beſides the lordſhip of the manor annexed to it. He 
was married in 173!, to Lady Betty Lee, widow of 
Colonel Lee, and daughter to the Earl of Litchtield ; 
(a lady of an eminent genius, and great poetical 
talents) who brought him a ſon and heir not loag after 
the:r marriage. 

1hough always in high eſteem with many of the firſt 
rank, he never roſe to great preferment. He was a 
favourite of the late Prince of Wales, his preſent 
- Majeſty's father, and for ſome years before his death 
was a pretty confiant attendant at court; but upon 
the Prince's deceaſe, all his hopes of tarther riſing in 
the church were at an end; aud towards the latter 
part of h's life, his very defire of it ſeemed to be laid 
aſide; for in his Night Thovghts, he obſerves, that 
there was one (meaning himſelf) in Britain born, with 
courtiers bred, who thought even wealth mighc come a 
day too late; however, upon the death of Dr. Hales, 
in 1761, he was made Clerk of the Cloſet to the Prin- 
ceſs Dowager of Wales. 

About the year 1741, he had the unhappineſs to loſe 
his wife, and bot! her children, which ſhe had by her 
firſt huſband; a ſon and daughter, very promiffng 
characters. They all died within a ſhort time of each 
other. ' hat he telt greatly for their loſs, as well as 
for that of his Lady, may ealily be perceived by his 
fine Foem of the Night Thoughts, occationed by it. 
This was a ſpecies ot poetry peculiarly his own, and 
has been uurivalled by all who have attempted to copy 
him. His app'auſe here was deſervedly great. I be 
unhappy bard, * whoſe griefs in melting numbers flow, 
and melancholy joys dittuſe around,” has been often 


Dr. EDWARD YOUNG, v 


fung by the profane as well as pious. They were 
written, as before obſerved, under the recent preſture 
ot his forrow for the loſs of his wife, and his daughter 
aud ſon-in-law. They are addrefied to Lorenzo, a 
man of pleaſure and the world, and who, it is generally 
'zppoſed (and very probably) was his own ſon, then 
abouting under his father's diſpleaſure, His ſon-in- 
law is ſaid to be characterized by Phi ander; and his 
\:ughter was certainly the perſon he ſpeaks of under 
t!;© appellation of Narciſla, See Night III. I. 62. In 
laſt illneſs *, he accompanied her to Montpelier, in 
South of France, where ſhe died, ſoon after her 
val in the city. 
er her death, it ſeems ſhe was denied Chriftian 
4, on account of being reckoned a Heretic, by 
inhabitants of the place; which inhumanity 1s 
ily reſented in the ſame beautiful Poem. See Night 
{. 1, 165; in which his wife alſo is frequently men- 
ech; and he thus laments the leſs of all three, in an 
'rophe to death: 


[niatiate archer! could not one ſuffice? 
* Tiry ſhaft flew thrice, and thrice my peace was ſlain; 
\nd thrice, ere thrice yon moon had d her horn.“ 


'> wrote his Conjectures on Original Compoſition 
ne was turned of eighty. If it has blemiſhes 

-4 with its beauties, it is not to be wondered at, 

n we conſider his great age, aud the may infirmi- 
which generally attend ſuch an advanced period of 
However, the many excclieit remarks this Work 
onnds with, make it juſtly efecmed as a brightening 
hotore death. The Refignation, a Poem, the laſt and 
caſt efeemed of all Dr. Young's Works, was pub- 
uiled a frort time before his death; and only ſerved 
t.- manife, the taper of genius (which had ſo long 
due with peculiar brightneſs in him) was now gl:m- 
iz in the ſocket, He died in his pat ſonage-houſe, 


— 


She died of a conſumption, occaſioned by her grief 
de death of her mother. 

| he prieſts refußng the Doctor leave to bury his 
6:12hter in one of their church-yards, he was obliged, 
i the aſſiſtance of his ſervant, to dig a grave in a 
held near Muntpelier ; where they depoſited the body, 
„out the help of any of the inhabitants; who confi» 
*-- Proteſtants in the ſame light as they do brutes. 
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at Welwyn, April 12th, 1765, and was buried, accord- 
ing to his own dehre (attended by all the poor of the 
pariſh) under the altar-piece of that church, by the 
ſide of his wife x. This altar-piece is reckoned one of 
the moſt curious in the Kingdom, being adorned with 
an elegant piece of needle-work, by the Lady Betty 
Young +. - 

Before the Doctor died, he ordered all his manu- 
ſcripts to be burnt: thoſe that Knew how much he 
expreſſed in a ſmall compaſs, and that he never wrote 
on trivial ſubjects, will lament both the exceſs of his 
modeſty (if I may ſo term it) and the irreparable loſs 
to poſterity; eſpecially when it is conſidered, that he 
was the intimate acquaintance of Addiſon; and was 
himſelf one of the writers of the Spectators. 

In his life-time he publiſhed two or three Sermons, 
one of which was preached before the Houſe of Com- 
mons,—He left an only ſon and heir, Mr. Frederick 
Young, who had the firſt part of his education at Win- 
chefter ſchool, and becoming a ſcholar upon the foun- 
dation, was ſent, in conſequence thereof, to New Co!- 
lege in Oxford ; but there being no vacancy {though 
the ſociety waited for one no leſs than two years) he 
was admitted in the mean time in Baliol College; 
where he behaved fo imprudeatly as to be forbidden 
the college. This miſconduct diſobliged his father fo 
much, that he never would ſuffer him to come into his 
fght afterwards: however, by his will, he bequeathed 
to him, after a few legacies, his whole fortune; which 
was conſiderable, 

As a Chriſtian and Divine, he might be ſaid to be an 
example of primeval piety; he gave a remarkable in- 
ſtance of this one Sunday, when preaching in his turn 
at St. James's; for though he ſtrove to gain the atten- 
tion of his audience, when he found he could not pre- 
vail, his pity for their folly got the better of all deco- 


*The bell did not toll at his funeral, nor was any 
pe rſon allowed to be in mourning. 

+ In the middle of it are inſcribed theſe words: 1 am 
the brean of he. On the north fide of the chance! is 
this inſcription, as ſuppoſed by the Doctor's order; 
VIRGINIBUS—Tacregje in wiſdom and under/tanding ; 
and oppotite, on the ſo:th fide, PURISQUE—ard in 
favour with God and man, 


See App. to Biog. Brit. 
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Dr. EDWARD YOUNG. vi 
rum : he ſat back in the pulpit, and burſt into a flood 


15 Ot tears. 
(he turn of his mind was naturally ſolemn; and he 
= utumnlly, when at home in the country, ſpent many 
= huars in a day walking among the tombs in his own 
c urch-yard. His converſation, as well as writings, 
had all a reference to a future life; and this turn of 
d mixcd itſelf even with his improvements in gar- 
wing: he had, for inſtance, an alcove with a bench, 
well painted in it, that at a diftance it ſeemed to be 
+; but upon a nearer approach, the deception was 
p-:cerved, and this motto appeared: 


INVISIBILIA NON DECIPIUNT, 
The things unſeen do not deceive us. 
Yet, notwithſtanding this gloomineſs of temper, he 
fond of innocent {ports and amuſements. He in- 
ed an aſtembly and a bowling-green in his pariſh ; 
4 often promoted the mirth of the company in perſon. 
's wit was ever poignant *, and always levelled at 
% who ſhewed any contempt for decency and reli- 
His Epigram ſpoken extempore upon Voltaire 
11 known. Voltaire happening to ridicule Mlton's 
orical perſonages of Death and Sin, Dr. Young 
addreiled him :— 
ou art ſo witty, profligate, and thin, 
ou ſeem'ſt a Milton with his Death and Sin, 


; to his character as a poet, his compoſition was 

ict in his youth, with as much vanity as was ne- 
ery to excel in that art. He publiſhed a Collection 
ich of his Works as he thought the beſt, in 1761, 
our volumes duodecimo; and anuther was pub- 

d ſince. Among theſe, his Satires, intituled, the 


"> 2 of Fame; or, the Univerſal Paſſon, are by mot 
1358 dered as his principal performance. They are 
y characteriſtic of that exceſhve pride, or rather 
85 „of following prevailing faſhions, and aiming to 
by ore than we really are, or can poffibly be. They 


5 In his laſt illneſs, a friend of the Doctor's calling to 
ho he did, and mentioning the death of a perſon 
= 5 had been in a decline a long time, ſaid he was 
= +: worn to a ſhe!l by the time he died. Very 
| ly, replied the Doctor; but what has become of 
Kernel!“ 
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were written in early life; and if ſmoothneſs of ſtyle, 
brilliancy of wit, and fimplicity of ſubject, can 
enſure applauſe, our Author may demand it on this 
occaſion, : 

After the death of his wife, as he had never given 


any attention to domeſtic affairs, ſo knowing his untit-, 


neſs for it, he referred the whole care and management 
of his family to his houſekeeper; to whom he left 
handſome legacy. 

It is obſerved by Dean Swift, that if Dr. Young. i: 
his Satires, had been more merry or ſevere, they 
would have been more generally pleaſing ; becauſe 
mankind are more apt to be pleaſed with ill-aature and 
mirth than with ſolid ſeuſe and inſtruction. It is alſo 
obſerved of h:s Night Thoughts, that though they 
are chiefly flights of thinking almoſt ſuper-human ; 
ſuch as the deſcription of Death, from his ſecret ſtand. 
noting down the follies of a Bacchanalian Society; the 
Epitaph upon the Departed World; and the Iſſuing 
of datan from his dungeon; yet theſe, and a grea: 
number of other remarkable fine thoughts, are ſome- 
times overcaſt with an air of gloominets and melancho- 
ly *, which have a diſagreeable tendency, and muſt 
be u pleaſing to a cheerful mind; however, it muſt be 
acknowledged by all, that they evidence a fingu!a: 
genius, a hvely fancy, an extenſive Knowledge of mer 
and things, eſpecially of the feelings of the hum: 
heart, _ paint, in the ſtrongeſt colours, the van: 
of life, with all its fading honours and emolument<, 
the benefits of true piety, eſpecially in the views 
death. and the moſt unanſwerable arguments in fur 
port of the ſoul's immortality, aud a future ſtate. 

G. W. 


* The Night Thoughts nndonbtedly have the. 
defecis, as well as beauties ; but 'tis generally allowe! 
the after are far more numerous, and ſo remarkab + 
firikiag and confoicuous to the diſcerning reader, 
in his view to eclipſe the failings ,which otherw: 
might be diſcov red therein. 

Dr. Young was conviac'd of the impropriety ©: 
wr ting the Night Thoug' ts in a fiyle ſo much abo 
the uaderftanding of common readers; and faid to 2 
friend, a week or two betore he died, that was be 
publi h ſuch another treatiſe. (reſpecting ſabjects) 
thunl, be in efs clevated language, and more ſuited ** 
the capacities of all, 


THE 


COMPLAINT. 


NIGHT I. 


| ON 
LIFE, DEATH, & IMMORTALITY. 


To the Right Hon. ARTHUR ONSLOW, Eſq. 
Speaker of the Houſe of Commons, 


1 RD Nature's ſweet reſtorer, balmy Slecp ! 
He, like the world, his ready viſit pays 
Where fortune ſmiles ; the wretched he forſakes : 
Switt on his doway pinions flies from woe, 
Ant lights on lids unſully'd with a tear, 
From ſhort (as uſual) and diſturb'd repoſe 
[| wake : how happy they who wake no more! 
| Yet that were vain, it dreams infeſt the grave. 
> | wake, emerging from a ſea of dreams 
| [umultuous; where my wreck'd deſponding thought 
From wave to wave of fancy'd miſery 
At random drove, her helm of reaſon loft. 
Tho? now reſtor'd, 'tis only change of pain, 
A bitter change!) ſeverer for ſevere, 
be day too ſhout for my diſtreſſes; and night, 
Ev'n in the zenith of her dark domain, 
I; ſunſhine to the colour of my fate, 
Night, ſable goddeſs! from her ebon throne, 
In rayleſs majeſty, now ſtretches forth 
Her leaden ſceptre o'er a flumb'ring world. 
2 
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Silence how dead! and darkneſs how profound! | 
Nor eye nor liſt'ning ear an object finds; 11 
Creation ſleeps. ?Tis as the gen'ral pulſe 1 
Of life ſtood ſtill, and nature made a pauſe; , 
An awful pauſe ! prophetic of her end. 
And let her prophecy be ſoon fulfill'd: 
Fate! drop the curtain; I can loſe no more, 
Silence and darkneſs! ſolemn ſiſters! twins 
From ancient Night, who nurſe the tender thought 
To reaſon, and on reaſon build reſolve, 
(That. column of true majeſty in man) 15 
Aſſiſt me: I will thank you in the grave; . 
The grave your kingdom: there this frame ſhall fal] | 
A victim ſacred to your dreary Mine, 
But what are ye!— 
Thou, who didit put to flight 
Primzval Silence, when the morning ftars, 
Exulting, ſhquted o'er the rifing ball; 
O Thou! whoſe word from ſolid darkneſs truck 
That ſpark, the ſun, ſtrike wiſdom from my ſoul ; 
My ſoul, which tlies to thee, her truſt, her treaſure, 
As miſers to their gold, while others reſt. 
1Thro? this opaque of nature and of ſoul, 
This double night, tranſmit one pitying ray, 
To lighten and to cheer, O lead my mind, 
(A mind that fain would wander from its woe} 
Lead it thro” various ſcenes of life and death, , 
And from each ſcene the nobleſt truths inſpire, 
Nor leſs inſpire my conduct than my ſong ; 
Teach my beſt reaſon, reaſon ; my beſt will 
Teach rectitude; and fix my firm reſolve 
Wiſdom to wed, and pay her long arrear : 
Nor let the phial of thy vengeance, pour'd 
On this devoted head, be pour'd in vain. 
The bell ſtrikes One. We take no note of time 
But from its loſs: to give it then a tongue 
Is wiſe in man. As if an angel ſpoke, 
I feel the ſolemn ſound. If heard aright, 
It is the knell of my departed hours. 
Where are they? With the years beyond the flood, 
It is the ſignal that demands diſpatch : 
How much is to be done? My hopes and fears 
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Start up alarm'd, and o'er life's narrow verge 
Look down—on what! A fathomleſs abyſs. 
A dread eternity ! how ſurely mine ! 
And can eternity belong to me, 
Poor penſioner on the bonnties of an hour. 

How poor, how rich, how abject, how auguſt, 
How complicate, how wonderful, is man! 
How paſſing wonder HE who made him ſuch! 
Who center'd in our make ſuch ſtrange extremes ! 
From diff*rent natures, marvelouſly mix'd 
Connection exquiſite of diſtant worlds! 
Diſinguiſh'd link in being's endleſs chain! 
Midway from nothing to the Deity ! 
A beam ethereal, ſully'd and abſorpt! 
Tho* fully'd and diſhonour'd, ſtill divine! 
Dim miniature of greatneſs abſolute! 
An heir of glory! a frail child of duſt! 
Helpleſs immortal! inſect infinite! 


BW A worm! a god!—I tremble at myſelf, 


And in myſelf am loſt, At home, a ſtranger, 
hought wanders up and down, ſurpriz'd, aghaſt, 
And wond'ring at her own. Ho reaſon reels! 
O what a miracle to man is man, 

Triumphantly diftreſs'd ! what joy! what dread! 
Alternately tranſported and alarm'd ! 


What can preſerve my life ! or what deſtroy ! 
Anu angels arm can't ſnatch me from the grave: 
W@ Legions of angels can't confine me there. 


is paſt conjecture : all things riſe in proof. 
While o'er my limbs Sleep's ſoft dominion ſpreads, 
What tho? my ſoul fantaſtic meaſures trod 
O'er fairy fields, or mourn'd along the gloom 
Of pathleſs woods, or down the craggy ſteep 
Hurl'd headlong, ſwam with pain the mantled pool 
Or ſcal'd the cliti, or danc*d on hollow wiads 
With antic ſhapes? wild natives of the brain! 


y 


Her ceaſeleſs flight, tho? devious, ſpeaks her nature 


Of ſubtler eflence than the trodden clod, 
Active, aerial, tow'ring unconfin'd, 
Unfetter'd with her groſs companion's fall. 
Eeu ſilent night proclaims my ſoul immortal; 
B 2 
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E'en filent night proclaims eternal day. 
For human weal Heaven huſbands all events : 


Dull ſleep inſtructs, nor ſport vain dreams in vain, 
Why then their loſs deplore that are not loſt ? 
Why wanders wretched Thought their tombs arou 


In infidel diftreſs? Are angels there? 

Slumbers, rak'd up in duſt, ethereal fire? 
They live! they greatly live a life on earth 

Unkindled, unconceiv'd, and from an eye 

Of tenderneſs, let heav'nly pity fall 

On me, mvre juſtly number'd with the dead. 

This is the deſert, this the ſolitude : 

How populous, how vital is the grave! 

1 his is Creation's melancholy vault, 

The vale funereal, the ſad cypreſs gloom ; 

Ihe land of apparitions, empty ſhades ! 

All, all on earth is ſhadow, all beyond 

Is ſubſtance ; the reverſe is Folly's creed : 

How ſolid all where change ſhall be no more ? 
This is the bud of being, the dim dawn, 

The twilight of onr day, the veſtibule, 

Life's theatre as yet is ſhut, and Death, 

Strong Death, alone can heave the maſly bar, 

This groſs impediment of clay remove, 

And make us embryos of exiſtence free, 

From real life but little more remote 

Is he, not yet a candidate for light, 

The future embryo, ſlumb'ring in his fire. 


Embryos we muſt be till we burſt the ſhell, 


Yon ambient azure ſhell, and ſpring to life, 
1he life of Gods (O tranſport!) and of man. 


Yet man, fool man! here buries all his thoughts - 


Inters celeſtial hopes without one ſigh. 
Pris'ner of earth, and pent beneath the moon, 
Here pinions all his wiſhes ; wing'd by Heav'a 
To fly at infinite, and reach it there, 

Where ſeraphs gather immortality, 

On Life's fair tree, faſt by the throne of God, 
What golden joys ambroſial cluſt*ring glow 

In his full beam, and ripen for the juſt, 
Where momentary ages are no more ! 


P 4 of * 
N <4 S L 1 1 
DN e. 


AS. 
7 * _—— 
v 4 ** n 
7 1 
— 


© » 


— 


* 4 4 * 
. — * 
OP? 1 2 
80 
W Ev $ 


9 8 DIVE, T4 
probed 


3 


ON LIFE, DEATH, e IMMORTALITY. 5 


here Time, and Pain, and Chance, and Death expire! 
nd is in it the flight of threeſcore years 
o puſh eternity from human thought, 
nd ſmother ſouls immortal in the duſt ? 
foul immortal, ſpending all her ſires, 
'aſting her ſtrength in ſtrenuous idleneſs, 
hicown into tumult, raptur'd or alarm'd 
t aught this ſcene can threaten or indulge, 
eſembles ocean into tempeſt wrought, 
o waft a feather, or to drown a fly, 
Where falls this cenſure? It o'erwhelms myſelf, 
Now was my heart incruſted by the world! 
ID tow ſelf- fetter'd was my grov'ling ſoul ! 
Now, like a worm, was I wrapt round and round 
In 61ken thought, which reptile Fancy ſpun, 
Till datken'd reaſon lay quite clouded o'er, 
With ſoft conceit of endleſs comfort here, 
e yet put forth her wings to reach the ſkies 
Night- viſions may befriend (as ſung above): 
©: r aking dreams are fatal. How I dreamt 
Pt things impoſſible ! (could ſleep do more?) 
Df joys perpetual i in perpetual change! 
\ Pe fable pleatures on the toſſing wave! 
= ternal ſunſhine in the ſtorms = life! 
Now richly were my noontide trances hung 
With gorgeous tapeſtries of pictur'd joys! 
Joy behind joy, in endleſs perſpective ! 
ill at Death's toll, whoſe reſtleſs iron tongue 
Calls daily for his millions at a meal, 
Starting I woke, and found myſelf undone. 
f Where's now my frenzy's pompous furaiture ? 
The cohwebb'd cottage, w ith its ragzed wall 
=D: a ig mud, is royalty to me ! 
he ſpider's moſt attenuated thread 
2; an. is cable, to man's tender tie 
On earthly bliſs; it breaks at every breeze. 
4 O ye bleſt ſcenes of permanent delight 
Full above meaſure! laſting beyond bound ! 
| A perpetuity of bliſs is bliſs 
K ould you, ſo rich in tapture, fear an end, 
| . hat ghaſtly thought would driuk up all your joy, 
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And quite unparadiſe the realms of light. 

Safe are you lodg'd above theſe rolling ſpheres ; 
Ihe baleful influence of whoſe giddy dance 
Sheds ſad viciſſitude on all beneath, 

Here teems with revolutions ev'ry hour, 

Aud rarely for the better; or the beit 

More mortal than the common births of Fate. 
Each momeat has its tickle, emulons 

Of 'ime's enormous ſcythe, whoſe ample ſweep 


Strikes empires from the root: each moment plays 


His little weapon in the narrow ſphere 
Or ſweet domeſtic coinfort, and cuts down 
The faireſt bloom of ſublunary bliſs. 
Bliſs! ſublunary bliſs !—proud words, and vain! 
Implicit treaſon to divine decree ! 
A bold invaſion of the rights of Heav*n ! 
I claip'd the phantoms, and I found them air. 
O had I weigtt'd it ere my fond embrace, 
What darts of agony had miſs'd my heart! 
Death! great proprictor of all! 'tis thine 
To tread our empire, and to quench the ſtars, 
1he ſun himſelr by thy permiffion ſhines, 


Aud, one day, thou ſhalt pluck him from his ſphc: / 


Amidſt ſuch mighty plunder, why exhauſt 
1 hy partial quiver on a mark ſo mean ? 
Why thy peculiar rancour wreak'd ou me? 
Inſatiate Archer! could not one ſuffice : 


1 hy ſhaft flew thrice, and thr.ce my peace was 12: 


Aud thr.ce, ere thrice von moon had fill'd her ho: 
O Cynthia! why ſo pale? dofi thou lament 


1hy wretched neighbour * grieve to ſee thy whe*®! 


Of ceaſciets change outwhirl'd in human lite? 


How wanes my borrow'd bliſs! from Fortune's dun. 


Precarious courteſy ! not virtue's ſure, 
Selt-given, ſolar, ray of found delight. 

Ia ev'ry vary'd poſture, place, and hour, 
How widow'd ev'ry thought of ev'ry joy! 
4 hought, buſy thought too buſy for my peace! 
Ihro' the dark pohern of time long elaps'd, 
Led toitly, by the {illneſs of the night, 
Led, like a murderer (aud ſuch it proves!) 
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trays (wretched rover!) o'er the pleaſing paſt : 
In queſt of wretchedneſs perverſely ſtrays, 

ad finds all deſert now; and meets the ghoſts 
f my departed jovs, a num'xous train! 


7 rue the riches of my former fate; 


i 
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'S xeet Comfort's blaſted cluſters I lament; 


T tremble at the bleſſi ugs once ſo dear, 


And ev'ry pleaſure pains me to the heart. 


Yet why complain? or why complain for one? 


'M Hangs ont the ſun his luftre but for me, 
& The fingle man? are angels ail beßde? 


I monra for millions; 'tis the common lot: 
Vs Ja this ſhape or in that has Fate entail'd 


hs 
7 


The mother's throes on all of woman born, 
Not mote the children than ſure heirs of pain. 
War, famine, peſt, volcano, ſtorm and fire, 


= Iitetine broils, Oppreſſion, with her heart. 
2 t up in triple braſs, befiege mankind. 


04's Image, d.hakerited of day, 
1. ere, plung'd in mines, forgets a ſun was made; 
here, beings, deathleſs as their haughty lord, 
Are hammer'd to the palling oar for lite, 
And plough the winter's wave, and reap deſpair. 
dome for hard maſters, broken under arms, 
In battle lopp'd away, with half their limbs, 
Peg bitter bread thro? realms their valour fav'd, 
It to the tyrant, or his minioas, doom. 
Want, and incurable diſeaſe (fell pair!) 
On hopelets multitudes remorſeleſs ſeize 
At once, and make a refuge of the grave. 

How groaaing hoſpitals eject their dead! 
Waat numbers groan for ſad admiſſion there ! 
What numbers, oace in Fortune's lap high-ted, 
Solicit the cold hand of charity ? 

10 ſhock us more, ſolicit it in vain ! 
Ye 6&lkea ſons of Pleaſure ! fince in pains 

You rue more modiſh viſits, viſit here, 


And breathe from your debauch ; give, and reduce 


Surteit's dominion o'er you. But ſo great 
Your impudence, you bluſh at what is right. 
Happy! did forrow ſeize on ſuch alone. 
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Not prudence can defend, or virtue ſave ; 
Diſeaſe invades the chaſteſt temperance, 
And puniſhment the guiltleſs; and alarm, 
Throꝰ thickeſt ſhades, purſues the fond of peace. 
Man's cantion often into danger turns, 
And, his guard falling, craſhes him to death, 
Not Happineſs itſelf makes good her name; 
Our very wiſhes gives us not our wiſh, 
How diſtant oft the thing we doat on moſt 
From that for which we doat, felicity ! 
he ſmootheſt courſe of Nature has its pains, 
And ttueſt friends, thro? error, wound our reſt. 
Without misfortune what calamities ! 
And what hoflilities without a foe ! 
Nor are foes wanting to the beſt on earth, 
But endleſs is the lift of human ills, 
And ſighs might ſooner fail than cauſe to ſigh. 

A. part how ſmall of the terraqueous globe 
Js tenanted by man? the reſt a waſte, 
Rocks, deſerts, frozen ſeas, and burning ſands ! 


Wild haunts of monſters, poiſons, ſtings, and death, 


Such is earth's melancholy map! bur, far 

More ſad! this earth is a true map of man: 

So bounded are his haughty lord's delights 

To woe's wide empire, where deep troubles toſs, 

i,oud ſorrows howl, envenom'd paſſions bite, 

Rav'nous calamities our vitals ſeize, 

And threat'ning Fate wide opens to devour. 
What then am I, who ſorrow for myſelf? 

In age, in infancy, from other's aid 

Ts all our hope; to teach us to be kind: 

That Nature's firſt, laft leſſon to mankind. 

he ſelith heart deſerves the pain it feels : 

More gen'rous ſorrow, while it finks exalts, 

And conſcious virtue mitigates the pang. 

Nor virtue more than prudence bids me give 

Swoln thought a ſecond channel; who divide, 

They weaken, too, the torrent of their grief. 

Take, then, O world! thy much indebted tear. 

How fad a fight is human happineſs 


To thoit he thought can p.crce beyond an hour! 


Night 1, 


| 
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o thou! whate*er thou art, whoſe heart exults, 


Wonldft thou I ſhould congratulate thy fate? 
I know thou wouldſt; thy pride demands it from me. 


Let thy pride pardon what thy nature needs, 


The ſalutary cenſure of a friend. 
Thou happy wretch! by blindneſs thou art bleſt; 


By dotage dandled to perpetual ſmiles. 


= Know, Smiler! at thy peril art thou plea:'d ; 


= Thy foad heart dances while the Syren ſings 
== Dear is thy welfare; think me not unkind ; 


Ws 


8 1 hy pleaſure is the promiſe of thy pain, 
E Misfortune, like a creditor ſevere, 
| But riſes in demand for her delay; 


She makes a ſcourge of paſt proſperity, 
To-fting thee more, and double thy diſtreſs. 
Lorenzo, Fortune makes her court to thee : 


22 


I would not damp, but to ſecure thy joys. 


= Think not that fear is ſacred to the ſtorm. 
Stand on thy guard againſt the ſmiles of Fate. 


i 


Pay yen ns be, 1 


Is Heav'n tremendous in its frowns? moſt ſure; 


And in its favours formidable too: 


Its favours here are trials, not rewards; 


A call to duty, not diſcharge from care, 
And ſhould alarm us full as much as woes; 


Awake us to their cauſe and conſequence, 
And make us tremble, weigh'd with our defer ; 


Aue Nature's tumults, and chaſtiſe her joys, 


Leit while we claſp we Kill them ; nay, invert 
To worſe than ſimple miſery their charms, 


Revolted jovs, like foes in civil war, 
> Like boſom friendſhips to reſentmeat ſour'd, 


With rage envenom'd rife againſt our peace. 


Beware what earth calls happineſs; beware 


All joys but joys that never can expire. 


4. 


Who builds on leſs than an immortal baſe, 


Fond as he ſeems. condemns his joys to death. 
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Mine dy'd with thee, Philander! thy laſt hgh 


= Difolv'd the charm; the diſenchanted earth 


2 Loſt all her luſtre. Where her glitt'ring tow'rs? 
Her golden mountains where? all darken'd down 


Io naked waſte; a dreary vale of tears, 
| lhe great magician's dead! Thou poor pale piece 
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Of outcaſt earth, in darkneſs! what a change 
From yeſterdav ! 1hy darling hope ſo near, 
(Long-labour'd prize!) O how ambition fluſh'd 
Thy glowing cheek ! ambition, truly great, 
Of virtuous praiſe. Death's ſubtle ſeed within, 
(Sly, treach'rous miner!) working in the dark, 
Smil'd at thy well-concerted ſcheme, and beckon'd 
7 he worm to riot on that roſe ſo red, 
Unfaded ere it fell; one moment's prey! 

Man's foreſight is conditionally wiſe, 
Lorenzo! wiſdom into folly turns 
Oft the firſt inſtant its idea fair 
Jo labouring thought is born. How dim our eye! 
The preſent moment terminates our ſight; 
Clouds, thick as thoſe on Doomſday, drown the neut: 
We penetrate, we prophecy in vain. 
Time is dealt out by particles, and each 
Are mingled with the ſtreaming ſands of life, 
By Fate's inviolable oath is ſworn 
Deep ſilence, Where eternity begins.” 
By Nature's law, what may be, may be now? 1 
"there's no prerogative in human hours, 1 
In human hearts what bolder thought cau rife £ 
Than man's preſumption on to-morrow's dawn ? | 
Where is to-morrow ? In another world, 
For numbers this is certain; the reverſe 
Is ſure to none; and yet on this perhaps, 5 
1 his peradventure, infamous for lies, : 
As on a rock of adamant we build 
Our mountain-hopes, ſpin our eteraal ſchemes, 
As we the Fatal Siſters would outſpin, 
And, big with life's futurities, expire. 

Not ev'n Philander had beſpoke his ſhroud, 
Nor had he cauſe; a warning was deny'd, 
How many fall as ſudden, not as ſafe! 

As ſudden, tho? for years admoniſh'd home. 
Of human ills the laſt extreme beware; 
Beware, Lorenzo! a ſlow ſudden death, 
How dreadful that deliberate ſurpriſe ! 

Be wiſe to-day; *tis madneſs to defer : 
Next day the fatal precedent will plead ; 
1hus on, till wiſdom is puſh'd out of life. 


Night 1, 
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And that thro' ev'ry ſtage. When young, indeed, 
la full content we ſometimes nobly reſt, 

= Unanxious for ourſelves, and only wiſh, 

as dateous ſons, our fathers were more wiſe. 
At thirty, man ſuſpects himſelf a fool; 

EZ Knows it at forty, and reforms his plan; 

At fifty chides his infamous delay, 


la all the magnanimity of thought 
= Reſolyes and re-re'olves; then dies the ſame. 


Af not ſo frequent, would not this be ſtrange ? 
hat 'tis ſo frequeat, this is ſtranger till. 


For ever on the brink of being born, 

WA! pay themſelves the compliment to think 

1 hey one day ſhall not drivel, and their pride 
On this reverſion takes up ready praiſe ; 

At leaft their own; their future ſelves applauds. 
How excellent that life they ne'er will lead! 

20 Time lodg'd in their owa hands is Folly's vails 


{The thing they can't but purpoſe they poſtpone. 


SK 
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rocratination is the thief of time; 

ear after year it ſteals, till all are fled. | 
And to the mercies of a moment leaves 
the vaſt concerns of an eternal ſcene. 


Or man's miraculous miſtakes this bears 
"The palm, “ 1 hat all mea are about to live,“ 


That lodg'd in Fate's, to wiſdom they confign ; 


— 
- 


[is not in folly not to ſcorn a fool; 
And ſcarce in human wiſdom to do more. 
All promiſe is poor dilatory man, 


Puthes his prudent purpoſe to reſolve ; 


And why? becauſe he thinks himſelf immortal. 


> All men think all men mortal but themſelves : 


= themſelves, when ſome alarming ſhock of Fate 
Strikes thro? their wounded hearts the ſudden dread ; 
But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air, 

| Soon cloſe; where paſt the ſhaft no trace is found, 
As from the wing no ſcar the ſky retains, 


The parted wave no furrow from the keel, 
So dies in human hearts the thonght of death. 
E'en with the tender tear, which Nature ſheds 
O'er thoſe we love, we drop it in their grave. 
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Can I forget Philander? that were ſtrange! 
O my full heart !—But, ſhould I give it vent, 
The longeſt night, tho? longer far, would fail, 
And the lark liſten to my midnight ſong. 

he ſprightly lark's ſhrill matin wakes the morn ; 
Grief's ſharpeſt thorn hard preſſing on my breaſt, 
J ftrive, with wakeful melody, to cheer 
The ſullen gloom, ſweet Philomel! like thee, 
And call the ſtars to liſten : ev'ry ftar 
Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy lav. 
Yet be ot vain; there are who thine excel, : 
And charm thro? diſtant ages. Wrapt in thade, * 
Pris'ner of darkneſs! to the filent hours 4 
How often I repeat their rage divine, ; 
10 lull my griets, and ſteal my heart from woe! 
I roll their raptures, but not catch their fire. 
Dark, tho? not blind, Ike thee, Mizonides ! 
Or, Milton, thee! Ah, could I reach vour ſtrain, 
Or his who made Mzonides our own. 
Man, too, he ſung; immortal man I ſing. 
Oft burſts my ſong beyond the bounds of life! 
What now but immortality can pleaſe? 
O had he preſs'd his theme, put ſu'd the track 
Which opens out of darkneſs into day! 
O had he mounted on his wings of fire, 
Soar'd where I fink, and ſung immortal man, 
How had it bleſt mankind, and reſcu'd me! 
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NIGHT II. 


ON 


TIME, DEATH, & FRIENDSHIP. 


To the Right Hon. the Earl of WILMINGTON. 


[I HEN the cork crew he wept, - ſmote by that eve 
Which looks on me, on all; that pow'r who bids 
This midnight centinel, with clarion ſhrill, 
(Emblem of that which ſhall awake the dead) 
Ronte ſouls from flumber into thoughts 0: Heav'n. 
Shall I too weep? where then is fortitude ? 
And fortitude abandon'd, where is man? 
| know the terms on which he ſees the light: 
He that is born is lifted : life is war; 
Eternal war with woe: who bears it beſt 
Deſerves it leaſt,—On other themes I'll dwell, 
Lorenzo! let me tura my thoughts oa thee 
And thine; on themes may prout ; profit there 
Where moſt thy need. I hemes, too, the genuine growth 
Or dear Philander's duſt. He thus, tho? dead, [price, 
May fill befriend—\V hat themes? Time's wondrous 
Death, friendſhip, and Philander's final ſcene. 
So could I touch theſe themes as might obtain 
Thine ear, nor leave thy heart quite diſengag'd, 
The good deed would delight me; half impreſs'd 
On my dark cloud an Iris, aud from griet 
Call glory.—-Doft thou moura Philander's fate; 
I know thou ſay'ſt it: ſays thy life the tame ? 
He mourns the dead, who lives as they deſire. 
Where is that thrift, that avarice of time, 
O glorious avarice!) thought of death inſpires, 
As rumour'd robb'ries endear our gold? 
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O Time! than gold more ſacred ; more a load 
Than lead to fools, and fools reputed wiſe. 

What moment granted man without account ? 
What years are ſquander'd, wiſdom's debt unpaid? 
Our wealth in days all due to that diſcharge. 
Haſte, haſte, he lies in wait, he's at the door. 
Infidious Death! ſhould his ſtrong hand arreſt, 
No compoſition ſets the pris'ner free. 

Eternity's inexorable chain 

Faſt binds, and vengeance claims the full arrear. 

How late I ſhudder'd on the brink! how late 

Life call'd for her laſt refuge in deſpair ! 

1 hat time is mine, O Mead! to thee I owe; 

Fain would I pay thee with eternity ; 

But il} my genius anfwers my deſire: 

My fickly ſong is mortal, paſt thy cure. 4 
Accept the will that dies not with my ſtrain. 

For what calls thy diſeaſe, Lorenzo? Not | 
For Eſculapian, but for moral aid, 2 
Thou think'ſt it folly to be wiſe too ſoon. 8 
Youth is not rich in time; it may be, poor; . 
Part with it as with money, ſparing; pay 
No moment, but in purchaſe of its worth; 

And what its worth, aſk deach-beds; they can tell. 
Part with it as with life, reluctant; big 
With holy hope of nobler time to come; 
Time higher aim'd, ſtill nearer the great mark 
Of men and angels; virtue more divine, 
B this our duty, wiſdom, glory, gain? 
{Theſe Heav*n benign in vital union binds) 
And ſport we like the natives of the bough, 
When vernal ſuns inſpire? Amuſement reigns 
Man's great demand: to trifle is to live : | 
And is it then a trifle, too, to die? | 

Thou ſay'ſt I preach, Lorenzo! *Tis confeſt, 
What if, for once, I preach thee quite awake? 
Who wants amuſement in the flame of battle ? | 
Is it not treaſon to the ſoul immortal, 
Her foes in arms, eternity the prize ? 

Will toys amuſe when med'cines cannot cure ? 
When ſpirits ebb, when life's enchanting ſcenes 
Their luftre loſe, and leflen in our fight, 
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As lands, and cities with their glitt'ring ſpires, 

To the poor ſhatter'd bark, by ſudden ftorm 

Thrown oft to ſea, and ſoon to perith there, 

Will toys amuſe? No; thrones will then be toys, 

And earth and ſkies ſeem duſt upon the ſcale, 
Redeem we time Its loſs we dearly buy. 

Wat pleads Lorenzo for his high-priz'd ſports ? 

lle plcads time's num'rous blanks ; he londly pleads 

Ihe ftraw-like trifles on life's common ſtream, 

From whom thoſe blanks and trifles but from thee ? 

No blank, no trifle, Nature made, or meant, 

Virtue, or purpos'd virtue, ſtill be thine ; 

his cancels thy complaint at once: this leaves 

In at no trifle, and no blank in time. 

This greatens, fills, immortalizes all; 

luis the bleſt art of turning all to gold: 

his the good heart's prerogative to raiſe 

A royal tribute from the pooreſt hours; 

immenſe revenue! ev'ry moment pays. 

- It nothing more than purpoſe in thy pow'r, 

| hy purpoſe firm is equal to the deed: 

ho does the beſt his circumſtance allows 

Does well, acts nobly; angels could no more, 

Our outward act, indeed, admits reſtraint : 

is not in things o'er thoughts to domineer ; [heav'n. 

Guard well thy thought : our thoughts are heard in 
On all-important time, thro? ev'ry age, 

Tho? much, and warm, the wiſe have urg'd ; the man 

is yet unborn who duly weighs an hour, 

* I've loſt a day”—the prince who nobly cry'd, 

Had been an emperor without his crown ; 

Of Rome? Say, rather, lord of human race ! 

> He ſpoke as if deputed by mankind. 

So ſhould all ſpeak: ſo reaſon ſpeaks in all: 

| From the ſoft whiſpers of that God in man, 

Why fly to folly, why to frenzy fly, 

For reſcue from the bleſſings we poſleſs? 

- Time, the ſuprome !—Time is eternity; 

Pregnant with all eternity can give; 

Pregnant with all that makes archangels ſmile, 

Who murders Time, he cruſhes in the birth 

A pow'r ethereal, only not ador'd. 
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Ah! how unjuſt to Nature and himſelf 12 
Is thoughtleſs, thankleſs, inconſiſtent man! 114 
Like children babbling nonſenſe in their ſports, * 
We cenſure Nature for a ſpan too ſhort ; 4 


J hat ſpan too ſhort we tax as tedious too; 
Torture invention, all expedients tire, 
To laſh the ling'ring moments into ſpeed, 
And whirl us (happy riddance !) from ourſelves, 
Art, brainleſs art ! our furious charioteer, 
(For Nature's voice unſtifled would recal ) 
Drives headlong tow'rds the precipice of death; 
Death moſt our dread ; death thus more dreadful made; 
O what a riddle of abſurdity ! 
Leiſure is pain ; takes off our chariot-wheels ; 
How heavily we drag the load of life! 
Bleſt leiſure is our curſe; like that of Cain, 
It makes us wander, wander earth around, 
10 fly that tyrant Thought. As Atlas groan'd 
7 he world beneath, we groan beneath an hour, 
We cry for mercy to the next amuſement ; 
The next amuſement mortgages our fields ; 
Slight inconvenience ! priſons hardly frown, 
From hateful time if priſons ſet us free. 
Yet when Death kindly tenders us relief, 
We call him cruel; years to moments ſhrink, 
Ages to yeats. The teleſcope is turn'd 15 
To man's falſe optics (from his folly falſe) 
Time, in advance, behind him hides his wings, 
And ſeems to creep decrepit with his age. 
Behold him when paſt by; what then is ſeen 
But his broad pinions ſwifter than the winds? 
And all mankind, in contradiction ſtrong, 
Rueful, aghaſt! cry out on his career. 
Leave to thy foes theſe errors and theſe ills; 
To Nature juſt, their cauſe and cure explore. 
Not ſhort Heav*n's bounty, boundleſs our expence ; 
No niggard Nature; men are prodigals. ; 
We waſte, not uſe our time: we breathe, not live, 
Time waſted is exiſtence, us'd is life ; 
And bare exiſtence, man, to live ordain'd, 
Wrings and oppreſſes with enormous weight. 
And hy! ſince time was giv'n for uſe, not waſte, 
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Ea join'd to fly; with tempeſt, tide, and ſtars, 


10 keep his ſpeed, nor ever wait for man; 
Iime's uſe was doom'd a pleaſure, waſte a pain, 
That man might feel his error if unſeen, 


And feeling, fly to labour for his cure; 


Not bland”ring, ſplit on idleneſs for eaſe, 


Life's cares are comforts ; ſuch by Heav'n defign'd; 
He that has none mult make them, or be wretched. 


Cares are employments ; and without employ 
The ſoul is on the rack, the rack of reſt, 


o ſouls moſt adverſe; action all their joy. 
Here, then, the riddle, mark'd above untolds ; 
Then time turns torment, when man turns a fool. 


We rave, we wreſtle with great Nature's plan 


We thwart the Deity ; and 't's decreed, 
Who wart his will ſhall contradict their own, 
H- 


Hence our unnat' ral quarrel with ourſelves; 
Our th oughts at enmity ; our boſom broll ; 


We puſh Time from us, and we wifh him back ; 


Laviſh of luſtrums, and yet fond of lite ; 


Life we think long and ſhort; death ſeek and ſhun ; 


Body and ſoul, like peeviſh man and wife, 


United jar, and yet are loth to part. 


Oh the dark days of vanity ! while here 


Ho taſteleſs! and how terrible when gone! 
Gone! they ne'er go; when paſt, they haunt us (till ; 


ihe ſp.rit walks of ev'ry day deceas'd, 

And ſmiles an augel, or a fury frowns. 

Nor death nor life delight us. If time paſt 
And time poſſeſt both pain us, what can pleaſe ? 


. which the deity to pleaſe ordain'd, 


ime us'd. The man who conſecrates his hours 
* vig'rous effort and an honeſt aim, 
t once he draws the ſting of life and death; 


| k e walks with Nature, and her paths are peace. 


| ime's nature, origin, importance, ſpeed; 
Aud thy great gain from urging his career,— 
All-ſeaſual man, becauſe untouch'd, unſeen, 


Our error's cauſe and cure are ſeen! ſee next 
A 


Jie looks on time as nothing. Nothing elſe 


I: truly man's; 'tis fortune's—Time's a God. 


b Hit thou ne'er heard of Time's omnipotence 
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For, or againſt, what wonders can he do! 

And will: to ſtand blank neuter he diſdains. 

Not on thoſe terms was 1 ime (Heav'n's ſtranger!) ſent 

On his important embaſly to man, 

Lorenzo! no: on the long deſtin'd hour, 

From everlaſting ages growing ripe, 

That memorable hour of woud'rous birth, 

When the Dread Sire, on emanation bent, 

And big with Nature, rifing in his might, 

Call'd forth creation (for then Time was born) 

By Godhead ſtreaming thro' a thouſand worlds; 

Not on thoſe terms, from the great days of heav'n, 

From old Eternity's myſterious orb 

Was lime cut oft, and caſt beneath the ſkies; 

Ihe ſkies, which watch him in his new abode, 

Meaſuring his motions by revolving ſpheres ; 

hat horologe machinery divine. 

Hours, days, and months, and years, his children pla 

Like num'rous wings, around him, as he flics ; 

Or rather, as unequal plumes, they ſhape 

His ample pinions, ſwift as darted flame, 

To gain his goal, to reach his ancient reſt, 

And join anew Eternity his fire ; 

In his immutability to neſt, 

When worlds, that count his circles now, unhing'd 

(Fate the loud ſignal ſounding) headlong ruſh 

To timeleſs night and chaos, whence they role. 
Why ipur the ſpeedy? why with levities 

New-ving thy ſhort, ſhort day's too rapid flight? 

Know®ſt thou, or what thou doft, or what is done 

Man flies from time, and time from man, too ſoon 

In fad divorce this double flight muſt end; 

And then where are we? where, Lorenzo, then 

I hy ſports, thy pomps? I grant thee, in a ſtate 

Not unambitions ; in the ruffled ſhroud, 

4 hy Parian tomb's triumphant arch beneath. 

Has Death his fopperies? Then well may Life 

Put on her plume, and in her rainbow ſhine. 
Ye well-array'd! ye Lil es of our land! 

Ye Lilies Male! who neither toil nor ſpin, 

(As ſiſter lilies might) if not ſo wiſe 

As Solomon, more ſumptuous to the ſight! 


5 


A 


Delicate! who nothing can ſupport, 


ourſelves moſt inſupportable! for whom 
[ 


winter roſe muſt blow, the ſun put on 
ghter beam in Leo; ſilky- ſort 
onius! breathe ſtill ſofter, or be chid; 
other worlds ſend odours, fauce, and ſong, 


.{ robes, and notions, fram'd in foreign looms! 


Lorenzos? of our age! who deem 
moment unamus'd a miſery 

made for feeble man; who call aloud 

-v'ry bauble drivelPd o'er by ſenſe, 


- rattles and conceits of ev'ry caſt; 


change of follies and relays ot joy, 


drag your patient thro? the tedious length 


mort winter's day—— ſay, Sages, ſay ! 
5 Oracles ; fay, Dreamers of pay dicams; 
will you weather an eternal night, 
cre ſuch expedients fail? 
treach*rous Couſcience ! while ſhe ſeems to fleep 
roſe aud myrtle, lull'd with dyren ſong; 
2 the ſeems nodding o'er. her charge, to drop 
3dlong appet te the flacken'd rein, 
' 2ive us up to licence, unrecall d, 
1rK'd ;—fce, from behind her ſecret ſtand, 
ly informer minutes ev'ry fault, 
zer dread diary with horror tills. 
te groſs act alone employs her pen 
:connoitres Fancy's airy band, 
.:chful foe! the formidable ſpy 
ing, o'erhears the whiſpers of our camp, 
awning purpoies of heart explores, 
teals our embryos of iniquity, 
-rapacious uſurers conceal 
: Doomſday-book from all conſuming heirs. 
with indulgence, moſt ſevere, the treats 
-2ndthrifts of meſtimable time; 
ed, notes each moment miſapply'd ; 
ves more durable than leaves of brats, 
s our whole hiſtory, which Death ſnall read 
ry pale delinquent's private ear, 
udgment publiſh ; publiſh to more worlds 
this; aud endleſs age in groans reſound 
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hrow empires, and be blameleſs. Moments ſeize, 
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Lorenzo, ſuch that ſleeper in thy breaſt! 

Such is her ſlumber, and her vengeance ſuch 

For lighted counſel: ſuch thy future peace! 

And think'ſt thou ſtill thou canſt be wiſe too ſoon ? 
But why on time ſo laviſh is my ſong ? 

On this great theme kind Nature keeps a ſchool, 

To teach her ſons herſelf. Each night we die; 

Each morn are born anew ; each day a life! 

And ſhall we kill each day? If trifling Kills, 

Sure vice mutt butcher, O what heaps of ſlain 

Cry out for vengeance on us! Time deftroy'd 

Is ſuicide, where more than blood is ſpilt, 

Time flies, death urges, knells call, Heav'n invites, 

Hell threatens: all exerts; in effort all; | 

More than creation labours! Labours more, N 

And is there in creation what, amidſt 

1 his tumult univerſal, wing'd difpatch, 

And ardent energy, ſupinely yawns? 

Man ſleeps, and man alone; and man, whoſe fate, 

Fate irreverſible, entire extreme, 

Endleſs, hair-hung, breeze-ſhaken, o'er the gulf 

A moment trembles; drops! and man, for whom 

All elfe is in alarm; man, the ſole cauſe 

Of this ſurrounding ſtorm! and yet he fleeps, 

As the ſtorm rock'd to reſt. —Throw years away? | 


Heav'n's on their wing: a moment we may wiſh, 
When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid Day ſtand fii!l, | 
Bid him drive back his car, aud re-import | 
he period paſt, re-give the giv'n hour. 
Lorenzo, more than miracles we want; 
Lorenzo—O for yeſterdays to come! 
Such is the language of the man awake; 
His ardour ſuch for what oppreſſes thee. ö 
And is his ardour vain, Lorenzo“ No; 

That more than miracle the gods indulge. 
To- day is yeſterday return'd; return'd 
Full-power'd to cancel, expiate, raiſe, adorn, 
Aud rernftate us on the rock of peace, 

Let it not ſhare its predeceſſor's fate, 

Nor, Uke its elder fiſters, die a fool. 

Shall it evaporate in fume, fly off 
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ig nous, and ſtain us deeper till? 
ue be poorer for the plenty pour'd ? 
Noe wretched for the clemencies of Heavnn ? 
Where ſhall I find him? Angels, tell me where. 
y om know him: he is near you; point him out, 
«hail I ſee glories beaming from his brow, 
©: trace his footſteps by the riſing flowers? 
Our golden wings, now hov'ring o'er him, ſhed 
tatection; now are waving in applauſe | 
2 that bleft ſon of foreſight ; lord of fate! 1 
.z: awful independent on to-morrow ! | 
\ hoſe work is done; who triumphs in the paſt ; 
ole yeſterdays look backward with a ſmile; F 
„„ | ke the Parthian, wound him as they fly: i 
t common but opprobrious lot! Paſt hours, | 
ot by guilt, yet wounds us by their flight, 4 
ul bounds our proſpect by the grave, 
' feeling of futurity benum'd; 
|| cod-like paſſion for eternals quench'd; 
!iſh of realities expir'd ; 
:ac'd all correſpondence with the ſkies : 
r fr2edom chain'd ; quite wingleſs our defire ; 7 
e dark-priſon'd all that ought to ſoar; [ 
to the centre; crawling in the duſt ; 
:ounted ev'ry great and glorious aim; [2 
rvted ev'ry faculty divine: 1 
i-bury'd in the rubbiſh of the world, by 
world, that gulf of ſouls, immortal ſouls, 
: elevate, angelic, wing'd with fire 
ech the diftant ſkies, and triumph there 
:hrones, which ſhall not mourn their maſters chang'd, 
vile from earth, ethereal they that fell, 
veneration due, O man, to man 
\ 1:0 venerate themſelves the world deſpiſe. 
at, gay friend, is this eſcutcheon'd world, 
ch hangs out death in one eternal night? 
At, that glooms us in the noon-tide ray, 
aps our thought, at banquets, in the ſhroud, 
' ..-, little ſtage is a ſmall eminence, 
high the grave above ; that home of man, 
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\\| cre dwells the multitude ; we gaze around; 


cad their monuments; we ſigh; and while | | 
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We ſigh, we fink ; and are what we deplor'd; 
Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot! 

Is death at diſtance? no : he has been on thee ; 
And giv*n ſure earneſt of his final blow. 

J hoſe hours which lately ſmil'd, where are they now? 
Pallid to thought, and ghaſtly ! drown'd, all drowna'd 
In that great deep, which nothing diſembogues ! 

And, dying, they bequeath'd thee ſmall renown. 

The reſt are on the wing: how fleet their flight! 
Already has the fatal train took fire 

A moment, and the world's blown up to thee ; 

The ſun is darkneſs, and the ſtars are duſt. 

*Tis greatly wiſe to talk with our paſt hours; 
And aſk them, what report they bore to heav'n; 
And how they might have borne more welcome news, 
Their anſwers form what men experience call; 

If Wiſdom's friend, her beſt; if not, worſt foe, 

O recoacile them ! kind experience cries, 

« There's nothing here, but what as nothing weighs; 
« The mote our joy, the more we Know it vain 
And by ſucceſs are tutor'd to deſpair.” 

Nor is it only thus, but muſt be ſo. 

Who knows not this, tho? grey, is ſtill a child, 

Looſe then from earth the graſp of fond deſire, 
Weigh anchor, and ſome happier clime explore, 

Art thou ſo moor'd thou canſt not di engage, 
Nor give thy thoughts a ply to future ſcenes? 
Since by life's paſſing breath, blown up from earth, 
Light as the ſummer's duſt, we take in air 
A moment's giddy flight, and fall again, 

Join the dull maſs, increaſe the trodden foi), 
And fleep, till earth herſelf ſhall be no more; 
Since then (as emmets, their ſmall world o'erthrown) 
We, ſore amaz'd, from out earth's ruins crawl, 
And riſe to fate extreme of foul or fair, 

As man's own choice {controuler of the ſkies) 
As man's deſpotic will, perhaps one hour, 

(O how omnipotent is time!) decrees ; 

Should not each warning give a ftrong alarm? 
Warning, far leſs than that of boſom torn 
From boſom, bleeding o'er the ſacred dead! 
Should not each dial ſtrike us as we paſs, 
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drtentous, as the written wall which ſtruck, 
er midnight bowls, the proud Aflyrian pale, 
rewhile high-fluſh'd with inſolence and wine? 
ke that the dial ſpeaks, and points to thee, 
orenzo! loth to break thy banquet up: 

O Man! thy Kingdom is departing from thee 
And while it laſts, is emptier than my ſhade,” 
s filent language ſuch ; nor need'ſt thou call 

hy magi to decypher what it means. 

now, like the Medean, Fate is in thy walls: 
bot alk how? whence? Belſhazzar-like, amaz'd, 
Man's make encloſes the ſure ſeeds of death; 

fe feeds the murderer : ingrate! he thrives 
dn her own meal, and then his nurſe devours. 
But here, Lorenzo, the deluſion lies; 

nat ſolar ſhadow, as it meaſures life, 

life reſembles too. Life ſpeeds away 

From point to point, tho? ſeeming to ſtand tilt, 
WJ he cunning fugitive is ſwift by ſtealth ; 

ue ſubtle is the movement to be ſeen; 

et ſoon man's hour is up, and we are gone. 


Is theſe are uſeleſs when the ſun is ſet, 

o thoſe, but when more glorious reaſon ſhines, 
ER eaſon ſhould judge in all; in reaſon's eye, 
Phat ſedentary ſhadow travels hard: 

Hut ſach our gravitation to the wrong, 

o prone our hearts to whiſper what we wiſh, 
lis later with the wiſe than he's aware: 

A. Wilmington goes flower than the ſun ; 
Aud all mankind miftake their time of day; 
Een age itſelf. Freſh hopes are hourly ſown 
15 furrow'd brows. So gentle life's deſcent, 
We ſhut our eyes, and think it is a plain. 

We take fair days in winter for the ſpring, 
und turn our bleſſings into bane, Since oft 
lan muft compute that age he cannot feel, 

5 He ſcarce believes he's older for his years: 
haus at life's lateſt eve, we keep in ſtore 

One diſappointment, ſure to crown the reſt ; 
Ihe diſappointment of a promis'd hour, 

On this or fimilar, Philander, thou, 


MVarnings point out our danger, Gnomons, time: 
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Whoſe mind was moral as the preacher's tongue; 
And ſtrong, to wield all ſcience, worth the name; 
How often we talk'd down the ſummer's ſun, 
And cool'd our paſſions by the breezy ſtream ! 
How often thaw'd and ſhorten'd winter's eve, 
By conflict kind, that ſtruck our latent truth, 
Beſt found, fo ſought ; ; to the recluſe more coy ! 
t houghts diſentangle, paſſing o'er the lip; 
Clean runs the thread ; if not, *tis thrown away, 
Or kept to tie up nonſenſe for a ſong ; 
Song, faſhionably fruitleſs ; ſuch as ſtains 
Ihe fancy, and unhallow'd paſſion fires, 
Chiming her ſaints to Cytherea's fane. 
Know'ſt thou, Lorenzo, what a friend contain: 
As bees mix'd nectar draw from fragrant flow'rs, 
So men from Friendſhip, wiſdom and delight; 
Twins ty'd by Nature, if they part they die. 
Haſt thou no friend to ſet thy mind abroach ? 
Good ſenſe will ſtagnate. Thoughts ſhut up want , 
And ſpoil, like bales unopen'd to the ſun. 
Had thought been all, ſweet ſpeech had been deny'd : 
Speech! thought's canal; ſpeech! thought's criterion tod 
Thought in the mine may come forth gold or dro{ ; 
When coin'd in words, we Know its real worth : 
If ſterling, ſtore it for thy future uſe ; 
*F'will buy thee benefit, perhaps renown. 
Thought, too, deliver'd, is the more poſleſs'd ; 
Teaching we learn, and giving we retain 
The births of intellect; when dumb, forgot. 
Speech ventilates our intellectual fire; 
Speech burniſhes our mental magazine ; 
Brightens for ornament, and whets for uſe, 
What numbers, ſheath'd in erudition, lie 
Plung'd to the hilts in venerable tomes, 
And ruſted ;, who might have borge an edge, 
And play'd a ſprightly beam, if born to ſpeech. 
1 f born bleſt heirs to half their mother's tongue 
is thought's exchange, which, like th? alternate puſh 
of waves conflicting, breaks the learned ſcum, 
And defecates the ſtudent's ſtanding pool. 
In contemplation is his proud reſource ? 
*Tis poor, as proud, by converſe unſuſtain'd. 
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ade thought runs wild in contemplation's field; 
onverſe, the menage, breaks it to the bit 
df due reſtraint; and emulation's ſpur 
tives graceful energy, by rivals aw'd. 
[is converſe qualifies for ſolitude, 
; exerciſe for ſalutary reſt : 
y that untutor'd, contemplation raves, 
ad Nature's fool by Wiſdom's is outdone, 
Wiſdom; tho? richer than Peruvian mines, 
ad ſweeter than the ſweet ambroſial hive, 
What is ſhe but the means of happineſs 
hat unobtain'd, than folly more a fool 
\ melancholy fool, without her bells. 
riendſhipj the means of wiſdom, richly gives 
he precious end, which makes our wiidnm wiſe, 
ature, in zeal tor human amity, 
denies or damps an undivided joy. 
y is an import; joy is an exchange; 
y Res monopolitts : it calls for two: 
ich fruit! Heav'u-planted! never pluck'd by one, 
ecdful auxiliars are our friends, to give 
o ſocial man true reliſh of himſelf. 
all on ourſelves deſcending in a line, 
leaſure's bright beam is fetble in delight: 
delight intenſe is taken by rebound ; 
everberated pleaſures fire the breaſt. 
Celeſtial happineſs ! whene*er ſhe ſtoops 
o vift earth, one ſhrine the goddeſs finds, 
nd one alohe, to make her ſweet amends 
or abſent keav*n-—the boſom of a friend; 
here heart meets "1eart, reciprocally ſoft, 
ach other's pillow to repoſe divine. 
beware the counterfeit ; in paſhons flame 
learts melt, but melt like ice, ſoon harder froze, 
rue love ſtikes root in reaſon, paſhon's foe ; 
irtue alone entenders us for life: 
wrong her much—eatenders us for ever. 
r friendſhip's faireſt fruits, the fruit moſt fair 
virtue kindling at a rival fire, 
ad emulouſly rapid in her race. 
the ſoft enmity ! endearing ftrife ! 
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1 his carries Friendſhip to her noon-tide point, 
And gives the rivet of eternity. 
From friendſhip, which outlives my former themes, 
Glorious ſurvivor of old Time and Death 
From Friendſhip thus, that flow'r of heav'nly ſeed, 
The wiſe extract earth's moſt Hybleaa bliſs, 
Superior Wiſdom, crown'd with ſmiling joy. 
But for whom bloſſoms this Elyſian flow'r ? 
Abroad they find who cheriſh it at home, 
Lorenzo, pardon what my love extorts, 
An honeſt love, and not afraid to irown, 
Tho? choice of follies faſten on the great, 
None clings more obſtinate than fancy fond, 
That ſacred friendſhip is their eaſy prey, 
Caught by the wafture of a golden lure, 
Or faſcinatioa of a high-born mile, 
Their ſmiles, the great and the coquet throw ou: | 
For other hearts, tenacious of their own ; 
And we no leſs of ours when ſuch the bait. 
Ye Fortune's cofterers! ye Pow'rs of Wealth 
You do your rent-rolls moſt felonious wrong, 
By taking our attachment to yourſelves. 
Can gold gain friendſhip? Impudence of hope 
As well mere man an angel might beget. 
Love, and love only, is the loan for love. 
Lorenzo, pride repreſs, nor hope to ind 
A friend, but what has found a friend in thee, 
All like the purchaſe, few the price will pay; 
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And this makes friends ſach miracles below. 
What if (fince daring on ſo nice a theme, 

I ſhew thee friendſhip delicate, as dear, 

Of tender violations apt to die? 

Reſerve will wound it, and diſtruſt deſtroy ; 

Deliberate on all things with thy friend: 

But ſince friends grow not thick on ev'ry bough, 

Nor ev'ry friend unrotten at the core; 

Firſt on thy friend delib*rate with thyſelf ; 

Pauſe, ponder, ſift ; not eager in the choice, 

Nor jealous of the choſen : fixing, ſix: 

Judge before friendſhip, then confide till death. 

Well for thy friend, but nobler far for thee. 

How gallant danger for earth's higheſt prize 
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friend is worth all hazard we can ran, 
S: Poor is the friendleſs maſter of a worid : 
FS A world in purchaſe for a friend is gain,” 
$ 50 iy he (angels hear that angel ſing! 
Pagels from friendihip gather half their joy!) 
. fung ! Philander, as his friend went round 
the rich ichor, in the gen'rous blood 
P. Bacchus, purple god of joyous wit, 
bro ſolnte, and ever- laughing eye. 
> drank long health and virtue to his friend; 


5 friend! who warm'd him more, who more inſpi1'd 
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F 
Feadſhip's the wine of life; but friendſhip new 
| 1 „t ſuch was his) is neither ſtrong nor pure. 
for the bright complexion, cordial warmth, 
Rud elevating ſpirit of a friend, 
For twenty ſummers 1 rip'ning by my ſide; 
Il feculence of falſehood long thrown down z | 
ll ſocial virtues riſing in his foul; f 
 « cryſtal clear, and ſmiling as they riſe! 
. re nectar floss! it ſparkles in our ſight; 
F 
F 
c 


1 


ch to the taſte, aud genuine from the heart. 


280 | 5 
1 
Iich flavour'd bliſs for gods! on earth how rare! 1 
earth how e n ander is do m 

a artu GW a . 1 Nl ade r 18 110 m ore 


|! hink®ſt thou the theme intoxicates my ſong? 
| m I too warm oo warm I cannot be. 


jv d bim much. but now 1 love him more. 
re birds, whoſe beauties languiſh, half-conceal'd | 


i! mounted on the wing, their gloſſy plumes 
panded thine with azure, green, and gold; 


flight Philander took; his upward flight, * 
| ever ſoul aſcended. Had he dropt, 


Si! 
Je bleſhngs brighten as they take their dicht! 
1 
E! 1:3t eagle genius!) O had he let fall 


Dae feather as he flew, I then had wrote 

Nit friends might flatter, prudent foes forbear, 

Hh als ſcarce damn, and Zoilus reprieve. 

Tet what I can I muſt: it were profane | 
( quench a glory lighted at the ſkies, | 
b: mn calt in ſhadows his Yluſtrious cloſe. 
q 
* 
> 
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range; the theme moſt affecting, moſt ſublime 
mentous moſt to man, ſhould fleep unſung! 
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And yet it ſleeps, by genius unawak'd, 
Painim or Chriſtian, to the bluſh of Wir. 
Man's higheſt triumph, man's profoundeſt fall, 
The death-bed of the juſt! is yet undrawn 
By mortal hand; it merits a divine: 
Angels ſhould paint it, angels ever there; 
1 here, on a poſt of honour and of joy. 
Dare I preſume, then? but Philander bids, 
And glory tempts, and inclination calls, 
Yet am I ſtruck, as ſtruck the ſoul beneath 
Aerial groves” impenetrable gloom, 
Or in ſome mighty ruin's ſolemn ſhade, 
Or gazing, by pale lamps, on high-born duft 
In vanlts, thin courts of poor unflatter'd kings, 
Or at the midnight altar's hallow'd flame, 
It is religion to proceed: I pauſe— 
And enter, aw'd, the temple of my theme. 
Is it his death- bed? No; it is his ſhrine: 
Behold him there juſt riſing to a god. 
The chamber where the good man meets his f 
Ts privileg'd beyond the common walk 
Of virtuous life, quite in the verge of heav'n. 
Fly, ye profane! if not, draw near with awe, 
Receive the bleſſing, and adore the chance 
{ hat threw in this Betheſda vour diſeaſe : 
If unreſtor'd by this, deſpair your cure; 
For here reſiſtleſs demonſtration dwells : 
A death-bed's a detector of the heart. 
Here tir'd Diſhmulation drops her maſk 
7 hro* Life's grimace, that miſtreſs of the ſcene! 
Here real and apparent are the ſame. 
You ſee the man, you ſee his hold on heav'n, 
Tf ſound his virtue; as Philander's, ſound. 
Heav'n waits not the laſt moment; owns her fri: 
On this fide Death, and points them out to men 
A lecture filent, but of ſov*reign pow'r! 
To Vice confuſion, and to Virtue peace. 
Whatever farce the boaſtful hero plays, 
Virtue alone has majeſty in Death, 
And greater ſtill, the more the tyrant frowns. 
Philander! he ſeverely frown'd on thee. 
« No warning giv'a! unceremonious fate! 
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ON TIME, DEATH, & FRIENDSHIP. 


A ſudden ruſh from life's meridian joys ! 

A wrench from all we love! from all we are! 
A reſtleſs bed of pain! a plunge opaque 

Beyond conjecture ! feeble Nature's dread ! 
Strong Reaſon thudders at the dark unknown! 
A ſun extinguiſh'd! a juſt opening grave! 


& And, oh! the laſt, laſt; what (can words expreſs, 
J hought reach it ?) the laſt—ſilence of a friend!” 


W! 


here are thoſe horrors, that amazement where, 


his hideous group of ills (Which ſingly ſhock) 
Demands from man :I thought him man till now. 


(L 


Ihro' Nature's wreck, thro' vanquiſh'd agonies, 

ke the ſtars ſtiuggliug thro? this midnight gloom ) 
What gleams of joy? what more than human peace? 
W 


here the frail mortal, the poor abject worm? 


No, not in death the mortal to be found. 


H 
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's conduct is a legacy for all, 


R. 


cher than Mammon's for his ſingle heir. 


s comforters he comforts ; great in ruin, 
ith unreluctant grandeur gives, not yiclds, 
ſoul ſublime, and cloſes with his fate. 
Hou our hearts burn within us at the ſcene! 
heace, this brave bound o'er limits fix'd to man ? 
God ſuſtaius him in his final hour! 
5 anal hour brings glory to his God! 
1's glory Heav'n vouchfatcs to call her own, 
© gaze, we weep; mixtd tears of grief and joy! 
azement ſtrikes! devotion b. urſts to flame! 

ins adore! and Infidels believe. 
ſome tall tow'r, or lofty mountain's brow, 

5 the ſun illuſtrious, from its height, 
ile rifing g vapouts and deſcending ſhades, 
ith damps and darkneſs drown the ſpacious vale, 
lampt by doubt, undarken'd by deſpair, 

id ler thus auguſtly rears his head, 

it black hour which gen'ral horror ſheds 
the low level of th' inglorious throng : 
ect peace, and heav'nly hope, and humble joy, 
vine ly beam on his exalted foul ; 
eltructioa gild and crown him for the ſkier, 


Vith incommunicable luſtre bright. 
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COMPLAINT. 


NIGHT III. 


NARCIS SA. 


naſcenda guidem, ſcirent fi ig naſcere manes, VT! 


Inſcribed to her Grace the Ducheſs of P. 


ROM dreams, where thought in Fancy's maz 
To reaſon, that heav'n-lighted lamp in man, 

Once more I wake; and at the deſtin'd hour, 
Punctual as lovers to the moment ſworn, 
I keep my aſſignation with my woe. 

O! loſt to virtue, loſt to manly thought, 
Loft to the noble ſallies of the ſoul? 
Who think it ſolitude to be alone. 
Communion ſweet! communion large and high! 
Our reaſon, guardian angel, and our God 
J hen neareſt theſe, when others moſt remote; 
And all, ere long, ſhall be remote but theſe : 
How dreadful, then, to meet them all alone, 
A ſtranger! unacknowledg'd! unapprov'd ! 
Now woo them, wed them, bind them to thy bre 
To win thy wiſh creation has no more. 

Or it we with a fourth, it is a friend. 
But friends, how mortal! dang'rous the defire. 
Lake Phoebus to yourſelves, ye baſking bards 
Tnebriate at fair Fortune's fountain-head, 
And reeling thro” the wilderneſs of joy, 
Where Senſe runs ſavage, broke from Reaſon's ch. 
And ſings falſe peace, till ſmother'd by the pall. 


. * 


; 
N 
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My fortune is unlike, unlike my ſong, 
Unlike the deity my ſong invokes, 
I to Day's ſoft-ey'd fiſter pay my court, 
Eadymion's rival) and her aid implore ; 
No tirſt implor'd in ſuccour to the Muſe. 
Thou, who didf lately borrow Cynthia's * form, 
And modeſtly forego thine own ! O thou 
Who didit thyſelf, at midnight hours, inſpire! 
£1y, why not Cynthia, patroneſs of 101g? 
thou her creſcent, ſhe thy character 
Afiames, ſtill more a goddeſs by the change. 
Are there demurring wits who dare diſpute 
his revolution in the world inſpir'd? 
Ve train Picrian to the lunar ſphere, 
In filent hour, addreſs your ardent call 
Tor aid immortal, leſs her brother's right. 
She with the ſpheres harmonious nightly leads 
Ihe mazy dance, and hears their matchleſs firain , 
A ſtrain for gods, deny*d to mortal ear. 
Tranſmit it heard, thou blver Queen of Heav'n! 
What title or what name endears thee moſt ? 
Cynthia! Cyllene! Phoabe !—or doſt hear 
With higher gueſt, fair . — d of the ſkies ? 
Is that the ſoft enchantment calls thee down, 
ore pow'rful than of old Circean charm ? 
Come, but from heav*aly banquets with thee bring 
foul of ſong, and whiſper in mine car 
he theft divine; or in propitious dreams 
or dreams are thine) transfuſe it thro' the breaſt 
Of thy firſt votary—but not thy laſt, 
Ir, like thy nameſake, thou art ever kind. 
And Kind thou wilt be, Kind on ſuch a theme ; 
A theme ſo like thee, a quite lunar theme, 
Soft, modeſt, melancholy, female, fair! 
theme that roſe all pale, and told my ſoul 
as night; on her fond hopes perpetual night; 
night which ſtruck a damp, a deadlier damp | 
| han that which ſmote me from Philander's tomb. 
varcula follows ere his tomb is clos'd. 
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Woes cluſter; rare are ſol:tary woes; 
They love a train; they tread each other's heel; 
Her death invades his mournful right, and claims 
The grief that ſtarted from my lids for him; 
Seizes the faitlileſs, alienated tear, 
Or ſhares it ere it falls. So frequent Death, 
Sorrow. he more than cauſes; he confounds; 
For human fighs his rival ſtrokes contend, 
And makes diſtreſs diſtraction. Oh, Philander ! 
What was thy fate? a double fate to me 
Portent and pain! a menace and a blow! 
Like the black raven hov'ring o'er my peace, 
Not leſs a bird of omen than of prey. 
It call'd Narciſſa long before her hour; 
It call'd her tender ſoul by break of bliſs, 
From the firſt bloſſom, from the buds of joy; 
Thoſe few our noxious fate nnblaſted leaves 
In this inclement clime of human lite, 

Sweet Harmoniſt ! and beautiful as ſweet ; 
And young as beautiful! and ſoft as young! 
And pay as ſoft! and innocent as gay! 
And happy (if aught happy here) as good! 
For Fortune fond had built her neſt on high, 
Like birds, quite exquiſite of note and pluine, 
Transfiz'd by Fate (who loves a lofty mark) 
How from the ſummit of the grove ſhe fell, 
And left it unharmonious! all its charm 
Extinguiſh'd in the wonders of her ſong; 
Her ſong ſtill vibrates in my raviſh'd ear, 
Still melting there, and with voluptuous pain 
O to forget her!) thrilling thro? my heart! 

Song, beauty, youth, love, virtue, joy! this group 
Of bright ideas, flow'rs of Paradiſe, 
As yet unforfeit! in one blaze we bind, 
Knee!, and preſent it to the ſkies, as all 
We gueſs of heav'n; and theſe were all her own ; 
And ſhe was mine; and I was—was !—moſt ble. 
Gay title of the deepeſt miſery ! 
As bodies grow more pond'rous robb'd of life, 
Good loſt weighs more in grief than gain'd in joy 
Like. bioſtom's trees o'ertura'd by vernal ſtorm, 


NARCISSA, 


Lovely in death the beauteous ruin lay 
And if in death ſtill lovely, lovelier there, 
Far lovelier! Pity. ſwells the tide of love. 
And will not the ſevere excuſe a ſigh? 
Scorn the proud man that is aſham'd to weep, 
Our tears indulg'd, indeed deſerve our ſhame, 
Ye that e er loſt an angel, pity me! 

Soon as the luſtre languiſh'd in her eye, 
Dawning a dimmer day on human ſight, 
And on her cheek, the reſidence of Spring, 
Fale Omen ſat, and ſcatter'd fears around 
Gn all that ſaw (and who would ceaſe to gaze 


hat once had ſeen ?) with haſte, parental hafte, 
| flew, I ſnatch'd her from the rigid north, 
Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, 
Aud bore her nearer to the ſun: the ſun 
As if the ſun could envy) check'd his beam, 
Deny'd his wonted ſuccour ; or with more 
Regret beheld her drooping than the bells 
Gf lilies; faireſt lilies, not ſo fair! 

Queen lilies; and ye painted populace, 
Who dwell in fields, and lead ambroſial lives! 
Ta mora and evening dew your beauties bathe, 
And drink the ſan, which gives your cheeks to glow. 
And outbluſh (mine excepted) ev'ry fair; 
You gladlier grew, ambitious of her hand, 
Which often cropt your odours, incenſe meet 
To thought ſo pure! Ye lovely fugitives ! 
Coeval race with man! for man you ſmile; 
Why not ſmile at him too? You ſhare, indeed, 
His ſudden paſs, but not his conſtant pain, 

So man is made, nought minifters delight, 
but what his glowing pathons can engage! 
And glowing paſhons, bent on aught below, 
Maſt, foon or late, with anguiſh turn the ſcale ; 
And anguiſh after rapture, how ſevere ! 
Rapture! bold man! who tempts the wrath divine, 
By plucking fruit deny'd to mortal taſte, 
Whle here preſuming on the rights of Heav'n. 
For tranſport doſt thou call on ev'ry hour, 
Lorenzo? At thy friend's expence be wiſe 
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Lean not on earth ; *twill pierce rhee to the heart; 

A. broken reed at beſt; but oft a ſpear : 

On its ſharp point Peace bleeds, and Hope expires. 

| Turn, hopeleſs thought! turn from her.—' houe!; 
; Reſenting rallies, and wakes ev'ry woe. [repell'd, 
Snatch'd ere thy prime! and in thy bridal hour ! 

fy | And when kind fortune, with thy lover, ſmild ! 

| And when high-flavour'd thy freſh op*ning joys ! 

= | And wheu blind man pronounc'd thy bliſs complete 

And on a foreign ſhore, where ſtrangers wept ! 

_ | Strangers to thee, and, more ſurpriſing ſtill, 

i 14 Strangers to Kindneſs, wept. Their eyes let fall 

j 4 Inhuman tears! ſtrange tears! that trickled down 

N 

} 


From marble hearts! obdurate tenderneſs! 
A tenderneſs that call'd them more ſevere, 
In ſpite of Nature's ſoft perſuaſion ſteel'd! 

« ; While Nature melted, Superſtition rav'd ! 

I |} That mourn'd the dead, and this deny'd a grave. 

W |} Their ſighs incens'd ; ſighs foreign to the will! 
Their will the tiger ſuck'd, outrag'd the ftorm : 

For, oh! the curs'd ungodlineſs of zeal! 

While ſinful fleſh relented, ſpirit nurs'd 

In blind infallibility's embrace, 

The ſainted ſpirit petrify'd the breaſt, 

Deny'd the charity of duſt to ſpread 

O'er duſt! a charity their dogs enjoy. | 

What could I do? what ſuccour? what reſource? 
With pious ſacrilege a grave I ftole ; 

+ By With impious piety that grave I wrong d; 

IT || Short in my duty, coward in my grief! 

| More like her murderer than friend, I crept 

With ſoft ſuſpended ſtep, and, muffl'd deep 

In midnight darkneſs, whifper'd my latt ſigh. 

I whiſper'd what ſhould echo thro? their realms : 
Nor writ her name, whoſe tomb ſhould pierce the fc, 
Preſumptuous fear! how durſt I dread her foes, 
While Nature's loudeſt dictates I obey'd? 

Pardon neceſſity, bleſt ſhade! of grief 

And indignation rival burſts I pour'd; 
Half-execration mingl'd with my prayer; 

Kindl'd at man, while I his God ador'd : 


NARCISSA. 


gore grudg'd the ſavage land her ſacred duſt ; 
Stamp'd the curs'd ſoil ; and with humanity 
(Deny'd Narciſſa) wiſh'd them all a grave. 


welt | Glows my reſentment into guilt? what guilt ; 
114, Cu equal violations of the dead? | 


1 he dead how ſacred! ſacred is the duſt | 
Of this heav'n-labour'd form, erect, divine! | 
This heav'n-aſſlum'd, majeſtic, robe of earth 

He deign'd to wear, who hung the vaſt expanſe 
With azure bright, and cloth'd the ſun in gold. 
When ev'ry paſſion ſleeps that can offend ; 
When ſtrikes us ev'ry motive that can melt; 
When man can wreak his rancour uncontroul'd, 
That ſtrongeſt curb on inſult and ill-will ; 
| Then, ſpleen to duſt! the duſt of innocence! 

Aa angel's duſt This Lucifer tranſcends ; 
When he contended for the Patriarch's bones, 
Twas not the ſtrife of malice, but of pride; 
Ihe ftrife of pontiff pride, not pontiff gall, 
Far leſs than this is ſhocking in a race 

Moſt wretched, but from ſtreams of mutual love, 
And uncreated, but for love divine; 

And, but for love divine, this moment loſt, 

By Fate reſorb'd, and ſunk in endleſs night. 

Man hard of heart to man ! of horrid things 
Moſt horrid! 'mid ſtupendous, highly ſtrange 
Yet oft his courteſies are ſmoother wrongs ; 
Pride brandiſhes the favours he confers, 

\nd coatumelious his humanity : 

What then his vengeance? Hear it not, ye ſtars 
And thou, pale Moon! turn paler at the ſound, 
Man is to man the ſoreſt, ſureſt ill. 

previous blaſt foretels the riſing ſtorm: 
 Gerwhelming turrets threaten ere they fall; 
es Volcanos bellow ere they diſembogue 
Earth trembles ere her yawning Jaws devour ; 
And ſmoke betrays the wide-conſuming fire: 
Ruin from man is moſt conceal'd when near, 
And ſends the dreadful tidings in the blow, 
|: this the flight of fancy? would it were! 
Heav'n's ſov'reign ſaves all beings, but himſelf, 
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That hideous ſight, a naked human heart. ; 

Fir'd is the Muſe? and let the muſe be fir'd : 

Who not inflam'd when what he ſpeaks he feels, 

And in the nerve moſt tender, in his friends? 

Shame to mankind ! Philander had his foes 

He felt the truths I ſing, and I in him: 

But he nor I feel more. Paſt ills, Narciſſa! 

Are ſunk in thee, thou recent wound of heart! 

Which bleeds with other cares, with other pangs ; 

Pangs num'rous as the num'rous ills that ſwarm'd 

O'er thy diſtinguiſhed fate, and cluſt'ring there, 

Thick as the locuſt on the land of Nile, 

Made death more deadly, and more dark the grave, 

RefleR (if not forgot thy touching tale) 

How was each circumſiance with aſpicks arm'd ! 

An aſpick each, and all an hydra woe, 

What ſtrong Herculean virtue could ſuffice ?—' 

Or is-it virtue to be conquer'd here ? 

This hoary cheek a train of tears bedews, 

And each tear mourns its own diſtinct diftreſs ; 

And each diſtreſs, diſtinctly mourn'd, demands 

Of grief ſtill more, as heighten'd by the whole. 

A grief like this proprietors excludes ! 

Not friends alone ſuch obſequies deplore ; 

hey make mankind the mourner ; carry fipghs 

Far as the fatal Fame can wing her way, 

And turn the gayeſt thought of gayeſt age 

Down the right channel, thro' the vale of death. 
The vale of Death! that huſh'd Cimmerian vale, 

Where Darkne('s brooding o'er unfiniſh'd fates, 

With raven wing incumbent, waits the day 

Dread day!) that interdicts all future change! 

That ſubterranean world, that land of ruin! 

Fit walk, Lorenzo, for proud human thought! 

here let my thoughts expatiate, and explore 

Balſamic truths and healing ſentiments, 

Of all moſt wanted, and moſt welcome here, 

For gay Lorenzo's ſake, and for thy own, 

My ſoul; “ 1 he fruits of dying friends ſurvey ; 

* Expoſe the vain of life; weigh life and death; 

Give death his eulogy : thy fear ſubdue ; 


— 
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And labour that firſt palm of noble minds, 
„ A manly ſcorn of terror from the tomb.” 
* This harveſt reap from thy Narcifla's grave. 
As poets feigu'd, from Ajax? ſtreaming blood 
* Aroſe, with grief inſcrib*d, a mournful flow'r, 
Let wiſdom. bloſſom from my mortal wound, 
And firſt, of dying friends; what fruit from theſe ? 
It brings us more than triple aid ; an aid 
o chace our thoughtleſſneſs, fear, pride, and guilt. 
Our dying friends come o'er us, like a cloud, 
Jo damp our brainleſs ardours, and abate 
That glare of life which often blinds the wiſe, 
Our dying friends are pioneers, to imooth 
Our rugzed path to death; to break thoſe bars 
Of terror and abhorrence Nature throws 
| > Croſs our obſtructed way, and thus to make 
Welcome, as ſafe, our port from ev'ry ſtorm. 
ach friend by Fate ſnatch'd from us, is a plume 
Pluck'd from the wing of human vanity, 
Which makes us ſtoop from our acreal heights, 
And damp'd with omen of our own diſeaſe, 
On drooping pinions of ambition lower'd, 
Juſt ſkim earth's ſurface ere we break it vp, 
Oer putrid earth to ſcratch a little duſt 
And fave the worlÞa nuiſance, Smitten friends 
Are angels, ſent on errands full of love; 
For us they languiſh, and for us they die: 
Aud ſhall they languiſh, ſhall they die, in vain? 
Ungrateful, ſhall we grieve their hov'ring ſhades, 
Which wait the revolution in our hearts? 
Shall we diſdain their ſilent, ſoft, addreſs, 
Their poſthumous advice, and pious pray”r ? 
genſeleſs, as herds that graze their hallow'd graves 1 
read under foot their agonies and groans, 
Fruſtrate their anguiſh, and deſtroy their deaths? 
Lorenzo! no; the thought of death indulge; 
Gre it its wholeſome empire let it reign, 
1hat kind chaſtiſer of the ſoul in joy! 
Its reign will ſpread thy glorious conqueſts far, 
Am ſtill the tumults of thy ruffled breaſt, 
Aulſpicious ra! golden days, begin! 
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T he thought of death ſhall, like a god, inſpire. 

And why not think on death? Is life the theme 

Of ev'ry thought? and wiſh of ev'ry hour? 

And ſong of ev'ry joy! Surpriſing truth! 

1he beaten ſpaniel's fondneſs not ſo ſtrange. 

Jo wave the num'rous ills that ſeize on life 

As their own property, their lawful prey; 

Ere man has meaſur'd half his weary ſtage, 

His luxuries have left him no reſerve, 

No maiden relijhes, unbroach'd delights; 

On cold-ſery'd repetitions he ſubfiſts, 

And in the taſteleſs preſent chews the paſt; 

Diſguſted chews, and ſcarce can ſwallow down, 

Like.laviſh anceſtors, his earlier years 

Have diſinherited his future hours, 

Which ſtarve on orts, and glean their former field. 
Live ever here, Lorenzo!—ſhocking thought! 

So ſhocking, they who with diſown it too; 

Diſown from ſhame what they from folly crave, 

Live ever in the womb, nor ſee the light ! 

For what live ever here?*—with lab'ring ſtep 

To tread our former footſteps? pace the round 

Eternal? to climb life's worn heavy wheel, 

Which draws up nothing new? to beat, and beat 

The beaten track? to bid each wretched day 

The former mock? to ſurfeit on the ſame, 

And yawn our joys? or thank a miſery 

For change, tho” ſad? to ſee what we have ſeen? 

Hear, till unheard, the ſame old flabber'd tale 

To taſte the taſted, and at each return 

Leſs taſteful? o'er our palates to decant 

Another vintage? ſtrain a flatter year 

IThro' loaded veſſels, and a laxer tone? 

Crazy machines to grind earth's waſted fruits 

III ground, and worſe concocted! load, not lite ! 

The rational foul Kennels of exceſs ! 

Still-ſtreaming thoroughfares of dull debauch! 

Trembling each gulp, leſt death ſhould ſnatch the bos 
Such of our fine ones is the wiſh refin'd! 

So would they have it: elegant defire! 

Why not invite the bellowing ſtalls and wilds ! 
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But ſuch examples might their riot awe. 

Ihro' want of virtue, that is, want of thoup ht, 

* (1ho? on bright thought they father all their flights) 

Jo what are they reduc'd? to love and hate 

Ihe fame vain world; to ceafure and eſpouſe 

his painted ſhrew of life, who calls them fool 

Each moment of each day; to flatter bad 

1hro? dread of worſe? to cling to this rude rock 

Barren, to them, of good, and ſharp with ills, 

And hourly blacken'd with impending ſtorms, 

Aud infamous for wrecks of human hope— 

*car'd at the gloomy gulph that yawns beneath, 

Such are their triumphs ! ſuch their pangs of joy 
is time, high time, to ſhift this diſmal ſcen | 

This hugg'd, this hideous fate, what art can cure? ; 

h 


One only; but that one what all may reich: 
Virtue—ſhe, wonder-working goddeſs! charms 
That rock to bloom, and tames the painted threw ; 
And, what will more ſurprize, Lorenzo! gives 
To life's fick, nanſeous, iteration, change, 
And ftraightens Nature's circle to a line, 
Believ'ſt thou this, Lorenzo! lend an ear, 
A.patient ear, thou” t bluſh to diſhelieve, 

A languid, leaden iteration reigns, 
And ever muſt, o'er thoſe who joys are joys 
Of hght, ſmell, taſte. The cuckoo-ſeaſons fing 
he ſmall dull note to ſuch as nothing prize 

But what thoſe ſeaſons, from the teeming earth, 
To doating ſenſe indulge: but nobler minds, 
Which reliſh fruits unripen'd by the ſun, 
Make their days various as the dyes 
On the dove's neck, which wanton in his rays, 
On minds of dove-like innocence poſſeſs'd, 4 
On lighten'd minds that baſk in virtue's beams, 
Nothing hangs tedious, nothing old revolves 
[a that for which they long, for which they live: 
1 heir glorious eflorts, wing'd with heav enly hope, 
Each rifing morning ſees ſtill higher riſe; 
Each bounteous dawn its novelty preſents 
10 worth maturing, new ſtrength, luſtre, fame, 
While Nature's circle, ike a chariot-wheel 
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Rolling beneath their elevated aims, 

Makes their fair proſpect fairer ev'ry hour; 
Advancing virtue in a line to bliſs ; 

Virtue which Chriſtian motives beſt inſpire! 

And bliſs, which Chriſtian ſchemes alone enſure ! 

And ſhall we then, for virtue's ſake, commenc: 
Apoſtates, and turn inſidels for joy: 

A truth it is few doubt, but fewer truft, 

« He fins againſt this life who flights the next.“ 
What is this life? how few their fav'rite know? 
Fond in the dark, and blind in our embrace, 

By paſſionately loving lite, we make 

Lov'd life unlovely, hvgging her to death, 

We give to time eternity's regard, 

And, dreaming, take our paſlage for our port. 

Life has no value as an end, but means; 

An end deplorable! a means divine! 

When ' tis our all, tis nothiag ; worſe than nougit 
A neſt of pains ; when held as nothing, much. 
Like ſome fair hum'riſts, life is moſt enjoy'd 

When courted leaſt; moſt worth when diſeteem's; 
Then *tis the ſeat of comfort, rich in peace; 

In proſpect richer far; important! awful! 

Not to be mention'd but with ſhouts of praiſe ! 
Not to be thought on but with tides of joy ! 

The mighty baſis of eternal bliſs! 

Where now the barren rock? the painted ſhrew 
Where now, Lorenzo, life's eternal round! 
Have I not made my triple promiſe good ? 

Vain is the world ; but only to the vain, 

To what compare we then this varying ſcene, 
Whoſe worth ambiguous, riſes and declines, 
Waxes and wanes? (In all propitious, Nigtt 
Aſſiſts me here) compare it to the moon; 
Dark in herſelf, and indigent; but rich 

In borrow'd luſtre from a higher ſphere. 
When groſs guilt interpoſes, lab*riag earth, 


- O*erſhadow*d mourns a deep eclipſe of joy 


Her joys, at brighteſt, pallid to that font 
Of fall effulgent glory whence they flow, 
Nor i; that glory diſtant, Oh, Lorenzo, 
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good man and an angel! theſe between 
Bo: thin the barrier! what divides their fate 
Perhaps a moment, or perhaps a year; 
Or if an age, it is a moment ſtill; 
A moment, or eternity's forgot. 
Then be what once they were who now are gods; 
Be what Philander was, and claim the ſkies, 
Starts timid Nature at the gloomy paſs ? 
The ſoft tranſition call it, and be cheer'd: 
$ich it is often, and why not to thee ? 
To hope the heſt is pious, brave, and wiſe, 
And may itſelf procure what it preſumes. 
Life is much flatter'd, Death is much traduc'd; 
Compare the rivals, and the kinder crown. 
Strange competition!“ - rue, Lorenzo, ſtrange! 
$0 little life can caſt into the ſcale. 
Life makes the ſoul dependeat on the duſt ; 
Death gives her wings to mount above the ſpheres. 
hro' chinks, ſtyl'd e dim life peeps at light; 
Death burſts th' involving cloud, and all is day; 
All eve, all ear, the diſembody'd pow'r 
Death has feigu'd evils nature ſhall not feel; 
Life, il!s ſubſtantial, wiſdom cannot ſhun. 
B; not the mighty mind, that ſon of Heav'n, 
By tyrant Lite de thron'd, impriſon'd, pain'd? 
By death enlarg'd, enfobl'd, deify'd ! 
Dea ith but entombs the body, life the ſoul. 
Is death then guiltleſs? how he marks his way 
With dreadful waſte of what deſerves to ſhine ! 
2 a, genius, fortune, elevated pow'r! 
with various luſtres theſe light up the world, 
* reg death puts out, aud darkens human race.“ 
Ierant, Lorenzo, this indictment juſt: 
The f: ſap ge, peer, potentate, king, conqueror 
Death humbles theſe ; more darb rds Life the man. 
Leis the triumph of our mould'ring clay ? 
-_ of the ſpirit 1 It finite! div ine! 
Deu has no dread but what frail life imparts, 
No: life true joy but what kind death improves. 
No bliſs has life to boaſt, till death can give 
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Far greater. Life's a debtor to the grave ; 

Dark lattice, letting in eternal day! 

Lorenzo, bluſh at fondneſs for a life 

Which ſends celeſtial ſouls on errands vile, 

To cater for the ſenſe, and ſerve at boards 

Where ev'ry ranger of the wilds, perhaps 

Each reptile, juſtly claims our upper-hand. 

Luxur;ous feaſt ; a ſoul, a foul immortal, 

In all the dainties of a brute bemir'd ! 

Lorenzo, bluſh at terror for a death 

Which gives thee to repoſe in feſtive bow'rs, 

Where nectars ſparkle, angels miniſter, 

And more than angels ſhare, and raiſe, and crown, 

And eternize, the birth, bloom, burits of bliſs. 

What need I more? O Death, the palm is thine. 
Then welcome, Death! thy dreadful harbinpers 

Age and ditcaſe ; Diſcaſe, tho* long my gueſt, 

That plucks my nerves, thoſe tender firings of life, 

Which pluck'd a little more will toll the bell 

That cal's my few friends to my funeral ; 

Where feeble Nature drops, perhaps, a tear, 

While Keaſon and Religion, better taught, 

Congratulate the dead, and crown his tomb 

With wreath triumphant. Death is victory; 

It binds in chains the raging ills of life : 

Luft and Ambition, Wrath and Avarice, 

Dragg d at his chariot-wheel, applaud his power. 

That il!s corroſive, cares importunate, 

Are not immortal too, O Death is thine. 

Our day of diflolution -name it right, 

Tis our great pay-day : it's our harveſt, rich 

And ripe, What tho? the fickle, ſometimes Keen, 

Jaft ſcar us as we reap the golden grain; 

More than thy balm, O Gilead, heals the wound. 

Births feeble cry, and Death's deep diſmal groan, 

Are ſlender tributes low-tax'd Nature pays 

For mighty gain; the gain of each a life 

But O! the laſt the former ſo tranſcends; 

Life dies compar'd; Life lives beyond the grave 
And feel I, Death, no joy from thought of thc: 
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the great counſellor, who man inſpires 
N obler thought and fairer deed ! 
the deliv*rer, who reſcues man! 
the rewarder, who the reſcu'd crowns ! , 
nat abſolves my birth, a curſe without it! . 
Death that realizes all my cares, 
, v.rtnes, hopes; without it a chimera! 
of all pain the period of joy : 
rce and ſubject ſtill ſubſiſt unhurt: 


ny ſoul, and one in her great fire, I 

four winds were warring for my duff, ö 
from winds, and waves, and central night, 17 

don'd there, my duſt too I reclaim, 1 
when drop proud nature's proudeſt ſpheres) ' 


- entire. Death is the crown of life: 
cath deny'd, poor man would live in vain; 
cath deny'd, to live would not be life: 

death deny*d, ev'n fools would wiſh to die. * 
vwaunds to cure; we fall, we rife, we reign! 

om our fetters, faſten in the ſkies, 

„Hooming Eden withers in our fight, 

ve us more than was in Eden loſt : 

Z of terrors is the prince of peace. 
all I die to vanity, pain, death? | 
a 1 dic ?—when ſhall I live for ever? ' 
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CONTAINING 


The only Cure for the Fear of Death; and prop 
ſertiments of Heart on that ineſtimable Bleſ1g, 


Inſcribed to the Honourable Mr. YORKE. 


MUCH indebted muſe, O Yorke, intrudes. 
Amid the ſmiles of fortune and of youth, 

Thine ear is patieat of a ſerious ſong. 
How deep implanted in the breaſt of man 
1he dread of death? I fing its ſov*reign cure, 

Why ftart at death? where is he ? Death arriv'e, 
Is paſt; not come, or gone; he's never here. 
Ere hope, ſenſation fails; black-boding man 
Receives. not ſuſters, Death's tremendous blow. 
The knell, the ſhroud, the mattock, and the grave 
1 he deep damp vault, the darkneſs and the wor :u, 
Theſe are the bughears of a winter's eve, 
1 he terrors of the living, not the dead; 
Imagination's fool, and error's wretch, 
Man makes a death which Nature never made; 
Then on the point of his own fancy falls, 
And feels a thouſand deaths in fearing one. 

But were Death frightful, what has age to icat 
If prudent, age ſhould meet his friendly foc, 
And ſhelter in his hoſpitable gloom, 
I ſcarce can meet a monument but holds 
My younger; ev'ry date cries—©& Come away. 
Aud what recals me Look the world around, 


per 


1 ze on juſt diſlike's unbounded field; 


rant to life (and juſt it is to grant 
-«v life) ſome perquiſites of joy; 


ink it as the near of the great, 


cCanſt thou wear a ſmoother form? 
ge me, nor conceive I drop my theme, 
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me what. Ihe wiſeſt cannot tell. 


any born of woman give his thought 


s the vanity, of men the flaws, 14 
the beſt; the many flaw all o'er ; 


-ards ſpotted, or as Ethiops dark ; 


ous ill; good dying immature ; 
mature Narciſſa's marble tells) 
ts death bequeathing endleſs pain; 
rt, tho? bold, would ficken at th' fight. 
und itſelf in ſighs for future ſcenes. 


here is when, like a thrice-told tale, 
led life of ſweet can yield no more, 

n our comment on the comedy, 
reflections on parts well-ſuſtain'd, 

-08'd emendations where we fail'd, 

s of plaudits from our candid Judge 

on their exit, ſouls are bid unrobe, 

tune back her tinſel and her plume, 

p this maſk of fleſh behind the ſcene. 
that time is come; my world is dead; 
vorld riſes, and new manners reign, 

; comedians, a ſpruce band, arrive 

me from the ſcene, or hiſs me there. 
pert race ſtarts up! the ſtrangers gaze, 
t them; my neighbour is unknown; 

t the worſt, Ah me! the dire effect 
ing here, of death defranded long ; 

o gracious (and let that ſuffice) 

'7 maſter Knows me not. 
dare ſay peculiar is the fate 

n ſo long remember'd, I'm forgot. 

c ever preſſing dims the fight, 

es behind its ardour to be ſeen, 

his courtiers ears I pour my plaint, 


.ceze my hand, and beg me come to-morrow. 


THE COMPLAINT, 


Who cheapens life abates the fear of death, "ot 
Twice told the period ſpent on ſtubbora Troy, 1 
Court-favour, yet untaken, I beſiege; I 
Ambition's ill-judg'd effort to be rich. 

Alas! ambition makes my little leſs, ? 

Imbitt'ring the poſſeſs'd. Why wiſh for mort . 

Wiſhing, of all employments is the work! 

Philoſophy's reverſe, and health's decay 

Were 1 as plump as ſtall'd Theology, 

Wiſhing would wafte me to this ſhade apa'r, 

Were I as wealthy as a South-ſea dream, | 

Wiſhing is an expedient to be poor. | 

Wiſhing, that conftant hectic of a fool, 

Caught at a court, purg'd off by purer 21: 

And ſimpler diet, gifts of rural life! 

Bleſt be that hand divine which gently 1:id 

My heart at reſt beneath this humble ſhed, 

1 he world's a ſtately bark, on dang'rous ſeas 

With pleaſure ſeen, but boarded at our peri}: 
Here, on a fingle plank, thrown fafe aſhore, 

I hear the tumult of the diſtant throng 
As that of ſeas remote, or dying ſtorms, 

And meditate on ſcenes more ſilent ſtill; 
Purſue my theme, and fight the fear of death, 
Here, like a ſhepherd gazing from his hut, 
TOE ung his reed, or leaning on his ſtaff, 

er ambi tion's fiery chace I ſce; 

1 on the circling hnnt of noiſy men 
Burſt law's incloſure, leap the mounds © 
Purſuing, and purſu? d, each other's prey; 

As wolves for rapine, as the fox for wies, 
Lill Death, that mighty Auntkr, earths them all. 

Why all this toil for triumphs of an hows? 

What tho' we wade in wealth or ſoar in fe me, 
Earth's higheſt ſtation ends in,“ here he lies 

And © ꝗuſt to duſt,” concludes her nobleſt for g. 
If this ſong lives, pee ball know: 

One, tho? in Britain born, with courtiers bred, 
Who thought e'en gold might come a day too Inte, 
Nor on his ſubtle death-bed plann'd his ſcheme 

For future yacancies in church or ate, 
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* ne avocation deeming it—to die; 
wit by rage canine of dying rich; 
b it's blunder! and the londeſt laugh of Hell. 
0 may coevals! remnants of yourſelves! 
r human ruins tott*ring o'er the grave; 
we, ſhall aged men, like aged trees, 
nie deeper their vile root, and cloſer cling, 
more enamour*d of this wretched ſoil? 
21] our pale wither'd hands be ſtill ſtretch'd out, 
rembling, at once, with eagerneſs and age? 
un av'rice, a and convulſions, graſping hard? 
:aſping at air! for what has earth beſide? 
? n wants but little, nor that little long: 
o ſoon muſt he reſign his very duſt, 
Which frugal Nature leat him fer an hour! 
eus inexperienc'd ruſh on num'rous ill: 
ad ſoon as man, expert from time, has found 
e = of life, it opes the gates of death. 
E When in this vale of years I backward look, 
ſuch numbers, numbers too, of! rack 
ner in health, and greener in their age, 
gd ſtricter on their guard, and fitter far 
xy life's ſubtle game, I ſcarce believe 
8 ©! furvive, And am! fond of life, 
ſcarce can think it poſſible I live? 
dy miracle! or, what is next, 
by Mead! If I am ſtill alive, 
20 long have buried what gives life to live, 
zeſs of nerve, and energy of thought, 
$ -.**5 1c is not more ſhallow than impure 
Eid vanid s Senſe and Reaſon ſhew the door, 
| tor my bier, and point me to the duft, 
O thou great Arhiter of life and death! 
zture's immortal, immaterial ſun ! 
File all-prolific beam late calFd me forth 
Im darkness, teeming darkneſs, where I lay 
ac worm's inferior; and, in rank, beneat! 
Lie duſt I tread on; high to bear my brow, 
F- V Urink the ſpirit of the golden day, 
triumph in exiſtence, and eouldſt know 
motive but my bliſs, and haſt ordain'd 
de in blefing ! with the Patriarch's joy 4 
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Thy call I follow to the land unknown: Whilſt 

I truſt in thee, and know in whom I truſt : And ſh 
Or life or death is equal; neither weighs; Leſt 11 
All weight in this -O let me live to thee! Shall P 
Tho? Nature's terrors, thus, may be repreſt, And Cl 
Still frowns grim Death; guilt points the tyrant's a Fall th. 
And whence all human guilt? From death forgo! What 
Ah me! too long I ſet at nought the ſwarm „ Expe 
Of friendly warnings which around me flew, Feel th 
And ſmil'd unſmitten. Small my cauſe to ſmi!; Of Hea 
Death's admonitions, like ſhafts upward ſhot, Of end 
More dreadful by delay, the longer ere And to 
They ſtrike our hearts, the deeper is their wound ho 
O think how deep, Lorenzo! here it ſtings; Stell m1 
Who can appeaſe its anguiſh? How it burns! That a 
What hand the barb'd, envenom'd, thought can dra And fe 
What healing hand can pour the balm of peace, How 0 
And turn my ſight undaunted on the tomb? In love 
With joy,—with grief, that healing hand I ſec: Thou, 

Ah! too confpicuous! it is fix'd on high. Pidſt ſ 
On high?—what means my frenzy ? I blaſpheme Abe or 
Alas! how low? how far beneath the ſkies? Bold 
The ſkies it form'd, and now it bleeds for me— Phould 
But bleeds the balm I want yet fill it bleeds ; Which 
Draw the dire ſteel ah, no! the dreadful blef: nz, ber g 
What heart or can ſuſtain or dares forego? Brern | 
There hangs all human hope; that nail Tupports $uppor 
The falling univerſe : that gone, we drop; When 
Horror receives us, and the diſmal with br tha 
Creation had been ſmother'd in her birth Phat] 
Darkneſs his curtain, and his bed the duſt, Could 
When ſtars and ſun are duſt beneath his throne, And re 
In heav'n itſelf can ſuch indulgence dwell? O tow 

O what a groan was there! a groan not his: Ahe w 
; He ſeiz'd our dreadful right, the load ſuſtain'd, won 
And heav'd the mountain from a guilty world. EA myſ 
A thouſand worlds ſo bought, were bought too dear Not 
. "Senſations new in angels boſoms riſe, N God 
z Suſpend their ſong, and make a pauſe in bliſs. Full ot 


O for their ſong to reach my lofty theme ! hey“ 
And * 


Inſpire me, Night! with all thy tuneful ſpheres, 
Much rather thou who doſt theſe ſpheres inſpire 


till more tremendous for thy wond'rous love! 
hat arms with awe more awful thy commands, 
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$vhii I with ſeraphs ſhare ſeraphic themes, 


And ſhew to men the dignity of man, 

Leſt I blaſpheme my ſubject with my ſong. i 
$hall Pagan pages glow celeſtial flame, 3 
And C briftian languiſn? On our hearts, not heads, b 


Fall the foul infamy. My heart, awake: 
What can awake thee, unawak'd oy this, 


„ Expended Deity on human weal!“ 
Feel the great truths which burſt the tenfold night 
Of Heathen error with a golden flood 
Of endleſs day, To feel is to be fir'd ; 
And to believe, Lorenzo, is to feel. 
1hou moſt indulgent, moſt tremendous Pow'r! 


And foul tranſgreſſion dips in ſevenfold night; 

How our hearts tremble at thy love immenſe ! 

In love immenſe, inviolably juſt ! 

Ihou, rather than thy juſtice ſhould be ſtain'd, 

Pidſt ſtain the croſs ; and, work of wonders far 

1 he greateſt, that thy deareſt far might bleed. 
Bold thought! ſhall I dare ſpeak it or repreſs? 

$hould man more execrate or boaſt the guilt 


Which rous'd ſuch v engeance; which ſuch love inflam' d: 
Ober guilt (how mountainous!) with outſtretch'd arms 4 


Stern Juſtice and ſoft ſmiling Love, embrace, | | 
Supporting, in full majeſty, thy throne, 


Men ſeem'd its majeſty to need ſupport, 


þ 
N 


; O bow are both exalted by the deed! 
Ake wond'rous deed ! or ſhall I call it more? 
EA wonder in Omnipotence itſelf! 


What but the fathomleſs of thought divine 


Dr that, or man, inevitably loſt : 


Could labour ſuch expedient from deſpair, 
Ard reſcue both? Both reſcue ! both exalt! 


EA myſtery no leſs to gods than men! : 
Not thus our infidels th' Eternal draw, 

God all o'er conſummate, abſolute, 

Full orb'd, in his whole round of rays complete 

pl hey-ſet at odds Heav'n's jarring attributes, 

Had with one excellence, another wound; 
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Naim heav'n's perfection, break its equal beams, 
Bid mercy triumph over God himſelf, 
Undefy'd by their opprobrious praiſe, 
A God all mercy is a God unjuſt, 

Ye brainleſs Wits ! ye baptiz'd Infidels ! 
Ye worſe for mending! waſh'd to fouler tains ? 
The ranſom was paid down; the fund of heav'o. 
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Heav'n's inexhauſtible, exhauſted fund, ift 
p Amazing and amaz'd, pour'd forth the price, And 
All price beyond: tho? curious to compute, Ws 
Archangels fa:l'd to caſt the mighty ſum: The 
Its value vaſt ungraſp'd by minds create, The 
For ever hides and plows in the Supreme. » 
And was the ranſom paid? It was; and paid Ard 
(What can exalt the bounty more?) for you. Po 
The fun beheld it—No, the ſhocking fcene Th 
Prove back his chariot : Midnight veiPd his face; Oh, t 
Not ſuch as this, not ſuch as Nature makes; - "vB 
A midnight Nature ſhudder'd to behold ; Th; 
A midnight new! a dread eclipſe (without Took 
Oppoſing ſpheres) from her Creator's frown ! Nen 
Sun! didſt thou fly thy Maker's pain? or ſtart Hus 
At that enormous load of human guilt eupe 
Which bow'd his bleſſed head, o'erwhelm'd his crc, N 
Made groan the centre, burſt earth's marble womb Io c: 
With pangs, ſtrange pangs! deliver'd of her dead Mast 
Hell howl'd ; and heav'n that hour let fall a tear: Halle 
Heav*a wept, that men might ſmile! Heav'n bled, t Wb. c 
Might never die! in == 
And is devotion virtue? *Tis compell'd. WD ©. 
What heart of ſtone but glows at thoughts Iike the MF Whe 
Such contemplations mount us, and ſhould mount uv 
The mind {till higher, nor ever glance on man | 2 
at 1 


Unraptur'd, uniaflan'd, —Where roll my thoughts 
To reſt from wonders? other wonders riſc, 

And firike where'er they roll: my ſoul is caught: 
Heav*n's ſov'reign bleſſings cluftring from the cls 
Ruſh on her in a throng, and cloſe her round 

The pris'ner of amaze -In his bleſt life 

I ſee the path, and in his death the price, 
And in his great aſcent the proof ſupreme 
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© immortality.—And did he riſe? al 


Heat, O ye Nations! hear it, O ye Dead! | 
Ke roſe, he roſe ! he burſt the bars of death. 

Lt up your heads, ye everlaſting gates, 

And give the King of Glory to come in. 

Mo is the King of Glory? He who left 

E's throne of glory for the pang of death, 

Lift up your heads, ye everlaſting gates, 

And give the King of Glory to come in. 

Whois the King of Glory? He who flew 

he rav'nous foe that gorg d all human race! 
he King of Glory he, whoſe glory 11d P 
Hesv'n with amazement at his love to man, | 
And with divine complacency beheld : 
Pow 'rs moſt illumin'd wilder'd in the theme. 

The theme, the joy, how then ſhall man ſvftain ? 
h, the burſt gates! cruſh'd ſting! demoliſh'd throne ! 
bt zip of vanquiſh'd death. Shout, earth and heaven, 
ns ſum of good to man! whoſe nature then 
Took wing, and mounted with him from the tomb. 
ea, then, I roſe; then firſt humanity 
Tr:umphant paſt the cryſtal ports of light, 

($t1pc2cous gueſt 1) and ſeiz'd eternal youth, 
iin our name. E'er fince *tis blaſphemous 
To call man mortal. Man's mortality 
Mas then ransferr'd to death; and heav'ns duration 
Malegably ſeal'd to this fra frame, 
schild of duſt.— Man, all-immortal! hail; 
„ Heav'n, all laviſh of ſtrange gifts to man! 
Nie all the glory, man's the boundleſs bliſs. 
Where am I wrapt by this triamphant theme, 
Chrittian joy's exulting wing, above 
 Aonian mount!—Alas! ſmall cauſe for joy! 
Mt if to pain immortal? if extent 
being, to preclude a cloſe of woe, 
Pere, then, my boaſt of immortality? | 
Boil it gil, tho? cover'd o'er with guilt : 
gut, not innocence, his life he pour'd ; 
Pult alone can juſtify his death; 
that, unleſs his death can juſtify 
Nating guilt in Heav'n's induigeat fight. 
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If, ſick of folly, I relent, he writes 
My name in heav'n with that inverted ſpear 


(A ſpear deep-dipt in blood!) which pierc'd h? 


And open'd there a font for all mankind, 
Who ſtrive, who combat crimes, to drink and 
This, only this, ſubdues the fear of death. 

And what is this ?—furvey the wond'rous c 
And at each ſtep let higher wonder riſe ! 

% Pardon for infinite offence ! and pardon 

& Thro? means that ſpeak its value infinite! 

© A pardon bought with blood! with blood d 
«© With blood divine of him I made my foe! 
% Perſifted to provoke! tho? woo'd and aw'd, 
&« Bleft and chaſtis'd, a flagrant rebel till ! 

&« A rebel *midft the thunders of his throne ! 
Nor J alone! a rebel univerſe! 

My ſpecies up in arms ! not one exempt ! 

« Yet for the fouleſt of the foul he dies; 

% Moſt joy'd for the redeem'd from deepeſt g. 
« As if our race were held of higheſt rank, 

„% And Godhead dearer as mote Kind to man“ 

Bound ev'ry heart! and ev'ry boſom burn 
O what a ſcale of miracies is here! 

ts loweſt round high planted on the ſkies; 
Its tow'ring ſummit loſt beyond the thought 
Of man or angel! Ch that I covld climb 
7 he wonderful aſcent with equal praiſe! 
Praite! flow for ever (if aſtoniſhment 
Will give thee leave) my praiſe! for ever floy 
Praiſe ardent, cordial, conſtant, to high heav': 
More fragrant than Arabia facrific'd, 
And all her ſpicy mountains in a flame, 

So dear, fo due to Heav'n, ſhall praiſe deſce 
With her ſoft plume (from plauſive angels wing 
Firft pluck'd by man} to tickle mortal ears, 

t hus diving in the pockets of the great! 

Ie praiſe the perquitite of ev'ry. paw, 

l ho? black as hell, that graples well for gold? 
Oh love of gold, thou meaneſt of amours ! 
Shall praiſe her odours waſte on virtues dead; 
Embalm the baſe, pertume the ſtench of guilt, 
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Ern dirty bread by waſhing Ethiops fair; 
Removing filth, or finking it from fight, 
A icavenger in ſcenes where vacant poſts, 
Me pibbets yet untenanted, expect 
Their future ornaments? From courts and thrones 
Return, apoſtate Praiſe ! thou vagabond ! 
Thou proſtitute! to thy firſt love return ; 
y firſt, thy greateſt, once unrivall'd theme. 
There flow redundant, like Meander flow, 
ck to thy fountain, to that parent pow'r 
Mo gives the tongue to ſound, the thought to ſoar, 
The foul to be. Men homage pay to men; 
Thoughtleſs beneath whoſe dreadful eye they bow, 
mutual awe profound, of clay to clay, 
Rf gullt to guilt, and turn their backs on thee, 
cat Sire! whom thrones celeſtial ceaſcleſs ing, 
o proſtrate angels an amazing fcene! 
0 the preſuniption of man's awe for man !— 
Men's Author, End, Reftorer, Law, and judge! 
ne, all; day thine, and thige this gloom of night, 
With all her wealth, with all her radiant worlds, 
Mat night eternal but a frown from thee ? 
What heav'n's meridian glory but thy ſmile? 
kn ſhall not praiſe be thine, not human praiſe, 
Mile heav'n's high hoſt on hallelujahs live? 
O may I breathe no longer than I breathe 
ly foul in praiſe to HIM who gave my ſoul, 
kd al her infinite of proſpect fair, 
It thro* the ſhades of hell, great Love! by thee, 
Wm moſt adorable! moſt unador'd! 
Dere ſhall that praiſe begin which ne'er ſhould eng! 
Mere'er I turn, what claim on all applauſe ? 
Wis Night's ſable mantle labour'd o'er, 
W richly wrought with attributes divine! 
at wiſdom ſhines! what love! This midnight pomp, 
ſis gorgeous arch, with golden worlds inlaid ! 
Wit with divine ambition! nought to thee ; 
ir others this profuſion. Thou, apart, 
de, beyond, Oh tell me mighty Mind, 
Were art thou? ſhall I dive into the deep? 
io the ſyn? or alk the roaring winds 
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For their Creator? Shall T queſtion loud 

Ihe thunder, if in that th' Almighty dwells ? 

Or holds HE furious ſtorms in ſtreighten'd reins, 
And bids fierce whirlwinds wheel His rapid car 


What mean theſe queſtions !—Trembling I retrac!; 


My ptoftrate ſoul adores the preſent God. 
Praiſe I a diſtant De'ty ? He tunes 
My voice (if tun'd ;) the nerve that writes ſuſtains: 
Wrapp'd in his being I reſound his praiſe : 
But tho? paſt all diffus d, without a ſhore 
His eſſence, local is His throne (as meet) 
To gather the diſpers'd (as ſtandards call 
The lifted from afar;) to fix a point, 
A central point, collective of His ſons, 
Since finite ev'ry nature but his own, 

The nameleſs HE, whoſe nod is Nature's birth, 
And Nature's ſhield the ſhadow of His hand; 
Her diſſolution His ſuſpended ſmile! 
The great Firſt-Laſt ! pavilion'd high he fits 
In darkneſs from exceffiv e ſple: ador, bo! ne, 
By gods unſeen, unleſs thro? luſtre loſt, 
His glory, to created glory bright 
As that to central horrors : he looks dow 
Oa all that ſoars, and ſpans immenſity. 

1ho* night unnumber'd worlds unfolds to view, 
Boundleſs Creation! what art Thou? A bean 
A mere effuvium of his majeſty, 
And ſhall an atom of this atom-world 
Mutter, in duſt and fin, the theme of heav'n! 
Down to the centre ſhould I fend my though 
Thro' beds of glitt'ring ore and glowing ems, 
Their beggar'd blaze wants Infre for my lay; 
Goes out in darkneſs: if, on tow'ring wing, 
] {end it thro? the boundleſs vault of ſtars, 
(The ſtars, tho“ rich, what droſs their gold to Ile, 
Great, good, wiſe, wonderful, eternal King!) 
If to thoſe conſcion s ſtars thy th one around, 
Praiſe Ever-pourir ig, and :mbibing bliſs, 
And afs their ſtrain; they watt it, more they want 
Poor their abnadance, humble their ſub!'me, 
Languid their energy, their ardour cold; 
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Mdevted ſtill, their higheſt rapture burns, 5 

Mort of its mark, defective, tho? divine. a, 
Still more—this theme is man's, and man's alone; | 

Their vaſt appointments reach it not; they fee 

0: carth a bounty not indulg'd on high, 

And downward look for heav'n's ſuperior praiſe! 

Firt-born of Ether high in fields of light! 

View man, to ſee the glory of your God! 

Could angels envy, they had envy'd here: 

Aud ſome did envy; and the reſt, tho' gods, 

Vet ſtill gods unredeem'd (there trinmphs man, 

Tempted to weigh the duſt againſt the ſkies) 

They leſs would feel, tho* more adore my tlieme. 

They ſung creation (for in that they ſhar'd) 

How roſe in melody the child of Love! 

Crcation's great ſuperior, man! is thine; 

Thine is Redemption; they juſt gave the key, 

His thine to raiſe and eteruize the ſong, 

Tho' human, yet divine; for ſhould not this 

Naiſe man o'er man, and kindle ſeraphs here? 

Redemption! 'twas creation more ſublime z 

Revemption ! 'twas the labour of the ſkies : 

Far more than labour—it was death in heav'n. 

A truth ſo ſtrange, 'twere bold to think it true, 

Hot far bolder ſtill to diftelieve. 

Here pauſe and ponder, Was there death in heav'n? 

What then on earth? on earth, which ſtruck the blow? 

Woo firuck it: Who —0 how is man enlarg'd, 

Reeg thro? this medium: How the pigmy tow'rs! 

How counterpois'd his origin from duſt ! 

How counterpois'd to duſt his ſad return! 

o'r voided his vaſt diſtance from the ſkies ! 

How near he preſſes on the ſeraph's wing ! 

WW hich is the ſeraph? Which the born of clay? 

ow this demonſtrates, thro? the thickeſt cloud 

Wt zuiit and clay condens'd, the Son of Heav'n! 

The double Son; the made, and the re-made! 

And ſhall Heav'n's double prope: ty be loi? 

us double madneſs only can deftroy. 

Lo man the bleeding Croſs has promis'd all; 

he bleeding Croſs has ſworn eternal grace, 
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Who gave his life, what grace ſhall he deny? 

O ye, who from this rock of ages leap, 
Diſdainful, plunging headlong in the deep! 
What cordial joy, what conſolatioa ſtrong, 0 
Whatever winds ariſe, or billows roll, 4 
Our int'reſt's in the Maſter of the ſtorm! 14 
Cling there, and in wreck'd Nature's ruin ſmile, 
While vile apoſtates tremble in a calm. 


| Man, know thyſelf: all wiſdom centres there £2 
| To none man ſeems ignoble but to man. 1 
Angels that grandeur, men o'erlook, admire : 0 
How long ſhall human nature be their book, Ii 
i Degen'rate mortal, and unread by thee? . 
The beam dim reaſon ſheds, ſhews wonder's there 1 
What high contents! illuſtrious faculties ! 8 
But the grand comment, which diſplays at full TN 
Our human height, ſcarce ſever'd from divine, C. 
By Heav'n compos'd, was publiſh'd on the crof. Ar 
Who looks on that, aud ſees not in hunſelt F 
An awful ſtranger, a terreſtrial God? A. 
A glorious partner with the Deity * 
In that high attribute, immortal life? & 
If a God bleeds, he bleeds not for-a worm. ' 
gaze, and as I gaze my mountain ſoul Wi. 
Catches ſtrange fire, Eternity! at thee, La 
And drops the world or, rather, more enjoys. W:. 
How chang'd the face of Nature! how improv'4! ©, 
What ſeem'd a chaos, ſhines a glorious world, ie: 
Or what a world au Eden! heighten'd all! Mic 
It is another ſcene! another felt ! Our 
And ſtill another, as time rolls along, En 
And that a ſelf far more illuſtrious ſtill. * 
Beyond long ages, yet roll'd up in ſhades De 
Unpierc'd by bold conjecture's keeneſt ray, BY 
What evolutions of ſurprifing fate! -F 
How Nature opens, and receives my foul Ho. 
In boundleſs walks of raptur'd thought! where pot Wc: 
Encounter and embrace me! What new births "We 
Of ſtrange adventure, foreign to the ſun; * 
Where what now charms, perhaps whate'er eſt, ſt 
Old time and fair creation, are forgot ! N. 
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Is this extravagant? Of man we form 
F.«travagant conception to be juſt : 
Conception unconfin'd wants wings to reach him; 
Perond its reach the Godhead only more, 
He the great Father! kindled at one flame 
7] he world of rationals; one ſpirit pour'd 
Prom ſpirit's awful fountain; ; pour'd himſelf 
Thro' all their ſouls, but not an equal ſtream, 
Tro uſe, or frugal, of th' infoiring God, 
As his wiſe plan demanded; and when paſt 
{ heir various trials, in their various ſpheres, 
If they continue rational, as made, 
CReforbs them all into himſelf again, 
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E:- throne their centre, and his {mile their crown, 
Why doubt we, then, the glorious truth to ling, 


* 


Tho' yet unſung, as deem'd, perhaps, too bold: 

Angels are men 1 05 5 faperior kind ; 

Angels are men in lighter habit clad, 

% 1 o'er celeſtial mountains wing'd in flight ; 

| Kid men are angels, loaded for an hour, 

EW ho wade this miry vaie, and climb with pain, 

Aud lipp*ry ſtep, the bottom of the ſteep. 

Aizels their failings, mortals have their praiſe; 
hile here, of corps ethereal, ſuch enroll'd, 

Aud ſummon'd to the glorious ſtandard ſoon, 

FW hich flames eternal crimſon thro? the ſkies; 

No: are our brothers thoughtleſs of their kin, 

Net abſent ; but not abſent from their love. 

Michael has fought our battles; Raphael ſung 

Har triumphs ; Gabriel on our errands flown, 

at by the SOV*REIGN : and are theſe, O man, 


Thy friends, thy warm allies! and thou {ſhame burn 


W © cheek to ciader!) rival to the brute ? 
Religions all. De ſcendi: 12 from the ſkies 

2 ck ed man, the goddeſs n her left 

Eoids out this world, and in her right the next. 

eliglon! the ſole voucher man is man; 

pporter ſole of man above himſelf; 

'n in this night of frailty, change, and death, 

We ves the ſoul a ſoul that acts a god. 

Nigion! Providence! an after-ſtate 
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Here his firm footing ; here his ſolid rock; 

1his can ſupport us; all is ſea beſides : 

Sinks under us; beſtorms, and then devours. 

His hand the good man faſtens on the ſkies, 

And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl. 
As when a wretch, ſrom thick polluted air, 

Darkne's and ſtench, and ſuffocating damps, 

And dungeon horrors, by kind fate diſcharg'd, 

Climbs ſome fair eminence, where ether pure 

Surrounds him, and Elyfaa proſpects rife, 

His heart exults, his ſpirits caſt their load, 

As if new-born he triumphs in the change; 

So joys the foul, When from inglorious aims 

And ſordid ſweets, from feculence and froth, 

Of ties terreſtrial, ſet at large ſhe mounts 

To Reaſon's region, her own element, 

Breathes hopes immortal, and aftects the ſkies, 
Religion! thou the ſoul of happineſs, 

And, groaning Calvary, of thee! there ſhine 

The nobleſt truths; there ſtrongeſt motives ſting; 

There ſacred violence aſſaults the ſou! ; 

There nothing but compulſion is forborn. 

Can love alure us? or can terror awe? 

He weeps the falling drop puts out the ſn, 

He figks !—the ſigh earth's deep foundation ſhake: 

If in his love ſo terrible, what then 

Hs wrath inflam'd? His tenderneſs on fire; 

Like ſoft ſmooth oil, outblazing other fres? 

Can pray*r, can praiſe, avert it *—| hon, my a!!! 

My theme! my inſpiration! and my crown! 

My ſtrength in age! my riſe in low eſtate! 

My ſoul's ambition, pleaſure, wealth !—iny word 

My light in darkneſs! and my life in death! 

My boaſt thro” time! bliſs thro? eternity! 

Eternity, too ſhort to ſpeak thy praiſe, 

Or fathom thy profound of love to man! 

To man of men the meaneſt, ev'n to me; 

My facrifice! my God !—what things are theſe ! 


What then art thou? By v hat name fſha!l I call i! 


Knew I the name devout archangels uſe, 
Nevout archangels ſhould the name eoy, 
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Ky me unrivall'd; thouſands more ſublime, 
None half ſo dear as that which, tho' unſpoke, 
till glows at heart. O how Omnipotende 
I; lo in love! thou great PHILANTHROPI>T ! 
Father of augels ! but the friend of man! 
Like Jacob, fondeſt of the younger born! 
"hou who didſt ſave him, ſaatch the ſmoking brand 
From out the flames, and quench it in thy blood! 
low art thou pleas'd by bounty to diſtreſs! 
Jo make us groan beneath our gratitude, 
Joo big for birth! to favour and confound 
Jo challenge, and to diſtance all return! 
Ot 1aviſh love ſtupendous heights to ſoar, 
Aud leave praiſe panting in the diſtant vale! 
3 iy right too great defrauds thee of thy due, 
Aud ſacrilegious our ſublimeſt ſong. 
Tut fince the naked will obtains thy ſmile, 


Þcncath this monument of praiſe unpaid, 7 
And future life ſymphonious to my ſtrain, * 
bat nobleſt hymn to Heav'n!) for ever lie 
I:tomb'd my fear of death! and ev'ry fear, g 
I he dread of ev'ry evil but thy frown, 


Whom ſee I yoader ſo demurely ſmile? 
Laughter a labour, and might break their re, \ 
Je Quiet ſts, in homage to the ſkies! 
EEcreae! of toft addreſs! who mildly make 9 
en unobtruſive tender of your hearts, 
Abhorring violence! who halt indeed 
But, for the bleſſing, wreſtle not with Heav'n! 
Ihink you my ſong too turbulent? too warm? N 
Are paſſio ns, then, the pagans of the ſoul ? ; 
ER caſon alone baptiz'd! alone ordain'd 
Flo to:ch things ſacred? Oh for warmer ſtill! | 
alt chills my zeal, and age benumbs my pow'rs: 
On for a humbler heart and prouder ſong ! | ) 
HOC, my much-injur'd theme! with that ſoft eye | 
Which melted o'er doom'd Salem, deign to look | , 
ECunpaſhon to the coldneſs of my breaſt, 
And pardon to the winter in my ſtrain. 
Oh ye cold-hearted, frozen, Formaliſts! 
Un tuch a theme 'tis impious to be calm. 
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1 Paſſion is reaſon, tranſport temper, here, BY Toe 
f Shall Heav'n, which gave vs ardour, and has ſhewn Sac 
| Her own for man ſo ſtrongly, not diſdain Lo: 
| What ſmooth emollients in theology, Fro 
N Recumbent Virtue's downy doCtot s preach, Ine 
| That proſe of piety, a lukewarm praiſe? Th) 

| Riſe odours ſweet from incenſe uninflam'd? Ihe 

; Devotion when lukewarm is undevout ; iſe 

i But when it glows, its heat is ſtruck to heav'n; Tut 

1 To human hearts her golden harps are ſtrung; he 

| High heav'n's orchefira chaunts Amen to man, D 

Hear I, or dream I hear, their diſtant ſtrain, Ret 

J Sweet to the ſoul, and taſting ſtrong of heav'n, In g 

S Soft watted on celeſtial Pity's plume, And 
Thro' the vaſt ſpaces of the univerſe, Of N 

1 Jo cheer me in this melancholy gloom ! Wc 

Oh when will-death (now ſtingleſs) like a friend BR cp 

i Admit me of their choir? Oh when will death pO: p 

, This mould'ring, old, partition-wall throw down! Vi a 
I Give beings, one in nature, one abode? 8 1: 


Oh death divine ! that gives us to the ſkies! 
Great future! glorious patron of the paſt 

x And preſent, when ſhail I thy ſhrine adore ? 

2 1 From Nature's continent immenſely wide, 

| Immenſely bleſt, this little iſte of life, 

| This dark incarcerating colony 

Divides us. Happy day that breaks our chain! 
That manumits ; that calls from exile home; 
That leads to Nature's great metropolis, 

And re-admits us, thro' the guardian hand 

Of elder brothers, to our Father's throne, 
Who hears our Advocate, and thro' his wounds 
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1 Beholding man, allows that tender name. 

f *{is this makes Chriſtian triumph a command; 15 
{ "Tis this makes joy a duty to the wiſe. 40 
p Iis impious in a good man to be ſad, * 
f Seeſt thou, Lorenzo, where hangs all our hope? 3 
Touch'd by the croſs we live, of more than die; by 
; 1 hat touch which touch'd not angels; more divine * 
1 han that which touch'd confuſon into form, ah 


Aud daKkauets into glory: partial touch! 
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eably pre-eminent regard! 
Sacred to man, and ſov'reign thro? the whole 
Long golden chain of miracles, which hangs 
From heav'n thro? all duration, and ſupports, 
In one illuſtrious and amazing plan, 
Thy welfare, Nature, and thy God's renown. 
hat touch, with charm celeſtial, heals the ſoul 


Diſeas'd, drives pain from guilt, lights life in death, 


Tw as earth to heav'n, to heav'nly thrones transforms 


he ghaſtly ruins of the mould'ring tomb. 


15 
In grins s terrors all the Godhead burns, 
And all his courts, exhauſted by the tide 
i; deities triumphant in his train, 

e aſt upendous ſolitude in heav'n; 
blenilbed ſoon, repleniſh'd with increaſe 
: pomp and multitude; a radiant band 
f angels new, of angels from the tomb. 
[; this by fancy thrown remote? and riſe 
1x doub ts between the promiſe and event! 
end. thee not to volumes for thy cure; 
ad Nature; nature is a friend to truth; 
ture is Chriſtian; preaches to mankind, 
„ids dead matter ald us in our creed, 
thou ne'er ſeen the comet's flaming flight! 
„ muflrious ſtranger paſſing, terror ſheds 
gazing nations from his fiery Trails 
th enormous, takes his ample round 


, 


— 
— 


CR 


- 
a 


— , 4 
— 5 


7 


wore than ſolar glory; doubles wide 

s mighty cape; and then re-viſits earth, 
1 the long travel of a thouſand years. 

3 at the deſtin'd period ſhall return 

once on earth, who bids the comet blaze, 


--- 
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Aid with him all our triumph o'er the tomb. 


Nature is dumb oa this important point, 
Hope precarious in low whiſper breathes: 
th ſpeaks aloud, diſtint; ev'n adders hear, 
W! tra, and dart into the dark again. 


Ich builds a bridge acroſs the gulph of death, 


Dok ak me when? When He who dy d returns; 
turns, how chang'd! where then the man of woe ? 


' depths of ether; coaſts unnumber'd worlds, 
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To break the ſhock blind Nature cannot ſhun, 3 
And lands Thought ſmoothly on the farther ſhore. iu 
Death's terror is the mountain Faith removes, 
That mountain-barrier between man and peace. | 
"Tis faith diſarms Deſtruction, and abſolves, 
From ev'ry clam'rous charge the guiltleſs tomb. 

Why diſbelieve? Lorenzo !—*© Reaſon bids, 
i All-ſacred Reaſon,” —Hold her ſacred till ; | 
Nor ſhalt thou want a rival in thy flame : . 
All- ſacred Reaſon! ſource and ſoul of all =, 
Demanding praiſe on earth, or earth above ! 
My heart is thine : deep in its inmoſt folds 
Live thou with life; live dearer of the two 
Wear I the bleſſed croſs, by Fortune ſtamp'd 
On paſhve Nature before 'I hought was born! 
My birth's blind bigot ! fir'd with local zeal ! 
No; Reaſon re-baptiz'd me when adult ; 
Weigh'd true and falſe in her impartial ſcale; 
My heart became the convert of my head, 
And made that choice which once was but my fate, 
On argument alone my faith is built:“ 
Reaſon purin'd is faith; and unpurſu'd, 
Where proof invites, 'tis reaſon then no more : 
And ſuch our proof, that, or our faith is right, 
Or reaſon lies, and Heav'n deſigu'd it wrong. 
Abſolve we this ? what then is blaſphemy? 

Fond as we are, and juſtly, fond of faith, 
Reaſon, we grant, demands our firſt regard; 
1he mother honour'd, as the daughter dear, fy 
Reaſon the root, fair Faith is but the flow'r : =_ 
The fading flow'r ſhall die, but reaſon lives 
Immortal, as her Father in the ſkies, and 
When faith is virtue, reaſon makes it ſo. Df 
Wrong not the Chriſtian: think not reaſon your's; 1 or 
Tis reaſon our great Maſter holds ſo dear; Pao! 
*Tis reaſon's injur'd rights his wrath reſents; Echo 
*Tis reaſon's voice obey'd, his glories crown: * He 
Jo give loſt reaſon life, he pour'd his own. We At 
Believe, and ſhew the reaſon of a man; "ns 
Believe, and taſte the pleaſure of a god; Tt 
Believe, and look with triumph on the tomb, © By 
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THE CHRISTIAN TRIUMPH, 


thro? reaſon's wounds alone thy faith can die; 
Which dying, tenfold terror gives to death, 
And dips in venom his twice-mortal ſting. 


Learn hence what honours, what loud pœans, due 


To thoſe who puſh our antidote aſide; 
't hoſe boaſted friends to reaſon and to man, 
Whoſe fatal love ftabs every joy, and leaves 
eath's terror heiphten'd gnawing on his heart, 
| heſe pompons ſons of reaſon idoliz'd, 
And villify'd at once; of reaſon dead, 
ihen deity'd as monarchs were of old; 
What conduct plants proud laurels on their brow? 
While love of truth thro? all their camp reſounds, 

hey draw Pride's curtain o'er the noontide ray, 
Spike up their inch of reaſon on the point 
Of ptuloſophic wit, call'd Argument, 
And then exulting in their taper, cry, 
© Behold the ſun ;” and, Indian-like, adore, 

alk they of morals? O thou bleeding Love ? 

og Maker of new morals to mankind? 
The grand morality is love of Ihee. 
* wiſe as Soc rates, if ſuch they were, 
Nor will they 'bate of that ſublime renown) 
As wiſe as Socrates might juſily ſtand 
1 he definition of a modern fool. 

7 Chriſtian is the higheſt ſtyle of man. 
And is there who the bleſſed croſs wipes oft, 
As foul blot, from his diſhonour'd brow? 
angels tremble, 'tis at ſuch a fight 
bes wretch they quit, deſponding of their charge, 
re ſtruck with grief or wonder who can tell? 
Ye fold to ſenſe! ye citizens of earth! 
(For ſuch alone the Chriſtan banner fly) 
1 
1 


duo ye how wiſe your choice, how great your gain? 7 


bchold the picture of earth's happieſt man: 

„ He calls his wiſh, it comes; he ſends it back, 
And ſays he call'd another; that arrives, 
Meets the ſame welcome; yet he ſtill calls on; 
moge calls him, who varies not his call, 
zut holds him faſt, in chains of darkneſs boun 1, 
nature dies, and judgment ſets im free; 
A freedom far leſs welcome than his chain.“ 
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But grant man happy; grant him happy long ; 
Add to life's higheſt prize her lateſt hour; 
That hour, ſo late, is nimble in approach, 
That, like a poſt, comes on in full career, 
How ſwift the ſhuttle flies that weaves thy ſhroud! 
Where is the fable of thy former years? 
Thrown down the gulf of time; as far from thee 
As they had ne'er been thine; the day in hand, 
Like a bird ſtruggling to get looſe, is going! 
Ecarce now poſteſs'd fo ſuddenly *tis gone; 
And each ſwift moment fled, is death advanc'd 
By firides as iwift. Eternity is all; 
And whoſe eternity? who triumphs there? 
Bathing for ever in the font of bliſs ? 
For ever baſking in the Deity! 
Lorenzo, who?—thy conſcience ſhall reply. 

O give it leave to peak; *twill ſpeak ere long. 
Thy leave unaſk'd: Lorenzo, hear it now, 


While uſeful its adviſe, its accent mild, 


By the great edict, the divine decree, 

Truth is depoſited with man's laſt hour; 

An honeſt hour, and faithful to her truſt; 
Truth! eldeſt daughter of the Deity? 

1ruth of his council when he made the world: 
Nor leſs, whea he ſhall judge the worlds he made; 
Tho' ſilent long, and ſleeping ne'er ſo ſound, 
Smother'd with errors, and oppreſs'd with toys, 
That heaven commiſhon'd hour no ſooner calls, 
But from her cavern in the ſoul's abyſs, 

Like him they fable under tna whelm'd, 

1he goddeſs burſts in thunder and in flame, 
Loudly convinces, and ſeverely pains, 

Dark dzmons 1 diſcharge, and hydra-ſtings; 
The keen vibration of bright trath—is hell; 
Juſt definition! tho? by ſchools untaught. 

Ye deaf to truth, peruſe this parſon'd page, 
And truſt, for once, a prophet and a prieſt : 
Menu may live fools, but fools they cannot die.“ 
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I1:{c1:o:d to the Rt. Hon. the Earl of LITCHFIELD; 
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ORENZO, to recriminate is juſt. 
Fondneſs of fame is avarice of air. 

I :rant the man is vain who writes for praiſe. 
Pralſe no man eber deſerv'd, who ſought no more. 
As juft thy ſecond charge. I grant the muſe 

Has often bluſh'd at her degen'rate ſons, 
| Retain'd by ſenſe to plead her filthy cauſe, 
To raiſe the low, to magnify the mean, 
And ſubtilize the groſs into refin'd 
s if to magic numbers pow'rful charm 
?! was giv'n to make a civet of their ſong 
0)'c:ne, and ſweeten odour to perfume, 
Vit, a true Pagan, deifies the brute, 
FE Ard liſts our ſwine enjoyments from the mirc. 
| le fact notorious, nor obſcure the cauſe 
e wear the chains of pleaſure and of pride: 
eſe ſhare the man, and theſe diſtract him too; 
aw diferent ways, and claſh in their commands. 
de, like an eagle, builds among the ſtars; 
Ei Pleaſure, lark-like, neſts upon the ground, 
Joy: thared by brute creation Pride reſents 
EF.cilure embraces: man would both enjoy, 
And both at once: a point how hard to gain! 
hat can't Wit, when ſtung by ſtrong deſire? 
Wit dares atteinpt this arduous enterptize. 


v. 
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Since Jovs of ſenſe can't riſe to Reaſon's taſte, BY Ne 
In ſubile Sophiſtry's laborious forge, No 
Wit bens out a reaſon new, that ſtoops No 
Te vurdid ſcenes, and meets them with applauſe. No 
Wit calls the Graces the chaſte zone to looſe; Bu! 
Nor leis than a plump god to fill the bowl: | Tr 
A thouſand phantoms and a thouſand ſpells, Wi 
A thouſand opiates ſcatters to delude, Thi 
To faſcinate, inebriate, lay aſleep, Thi 
And the fool'd mind of man delightfully confound, Vil 
T hus that which ſhock'd the judgment ſhocks none An 
That which gave Pride offence no more ottend: In! 
Pleaſure and Pride, by nature mortal focs, \ 
At war eternal which in man ſhall reign, Lot 
By Wit's addrefs patch up a fatal peace, It y 
And, hand in hand, lead on the rank debauch, 
— rank, refin'd to delicate and gay. OV! 
Art, curſed Art! wzjpes off th? indebted Dean. 1! 
| From Nature's cheek, and bronzes ev'ry ſhaint Ant 
2 | Man ſmiles in ruin, glories in his guilt, 1s 2 
And Infamy ftands candidate for praiſe. But 
% All writ by man in favour of the ſoul, F 
4 Theſe ſenſual ethics far, in bulk, tranſcend, Na 
| Y 1 he flovr'rs of eloquence profuſely pour'd 5 
| O'er ſpotted Vice, fill half the letter'd world. 
—_ Can pow'rs of genius exerciſe their page, Wh 
| | And conſecrate enormities with ſong ! Uu 
| But let not theſe inexpiable ſtrains An 
Condema the muſe that knows her dignity, 1hy 
Nor meanly ſtops at time, but holds the wor!d 0 
As 'tis, in Nature's ample field, a point, Gre 
A point in her efeem ; from whence to ſtart, E 
And run the round of univerſal ſpace, AV 
To viſit being univerſal there, Fre 
And being's ares, that utmoſt flight of min Wh. 
Vet ſpite of this ſo vaſt circumference, 0. 
Well knows but what is moral, nought is great. * 


Sing Syrens only? do not angels fing? | 
there is in Poeſy a decent pride, | 
Which well becomes her when ſhe ſpeaks to Pos, On 
Her younger ſiſter, haply not more wiſe, WA: 


i hink'ft thou, Lorenzo, to ſind paſtimes he 
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No guilty paſhon blown into a flame, 
No foible flatter'd, dignity diſgrac'd, 
No fairy field of fiction, all on flow'r, | 
deo rainbow colours here, or ſilken tale; | 
But ſolemn counſels, images of awe, 
Truths which Eternity lets fall on many 
With double weight, thro? theſe revoly ing ſpheres, 
This death-deep filence, and incumbent ſhade; 
Thoughts fuch as ſhall re-vifit your laſt hour, 
Vit uncall'd, and live when life expires ; 
And thy dark pencil, Midnight! darker fill 
In melancholy dipp'd, embrowns the whole. 

Yet this, even this, my laughter-loving friends! 
Lorenzo! and thy brothers of the ſmile | 
It w h at imports you moſt can muſt eng: age, 

ſteal your ear, and chain you to my ſong, 

Ot 1 you fail me, Know the wiſe ſhall taſte 
lhe truths I ſing? the truths I ſing ſhall feel, 
And, I, give aſtent; and the.r aſleut 
nple recompence; is more than prall . 


Bit it chiefly thine, O Litchfield! nor miſtake! 
Zink not unintroduc'd I force my way: 
% 


varCiſta, not unKnown, not unall 1d 

15 virtue, Or by blood. illuſtrious Youth! 
„from blooming Amaranthine bow'rs, 

Where all the language Harmony deſcends 


acall'd, and aſks -admittance for the muſe : 


\ mute that will not pain thee with thy praiſe: 
1hy praiſe ſhe dr ph; by nobler {till inſpir'd. 


© thou, bleſt Sp'rit; whether the 1 upreme, 


9 


Great antemundane Father! in whoſe breaſt 

E2b5ry0 creation, unborn being, dwelt, 1. 
Av all its various revolutions roll'd HM 
recent, tho? W. prior to themſelves; 4 
\\ hoſe breath can blow it into nought again, 
O: : om his throne ſome delegated power, 

Wa, ftudious'of ou peace, don turn the thou; zhe | 

From vain and vile to ſolid and ſublime! 

U-!:en thou lead'n me to delicious draughts | 

Or 115! ration, from a purer ſtream, 

Al twier of the God than that which burſt ; 

From tam'd Caſtalla; nor is yet allay'd 
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My ſacred thirſt, tho' long my ſoul has rang'd 
Thro' pleaſing paths of moral and divine, 
By thee ſuftain'd, and lighted by the fiars, 

By them beſt lighted are the paths of thought; 
Nights are their days, their moſt illumin'd hours! 
By day the ſoul, o'erborne by life's career, 
Stunn'd by the din, and giddy with the glare, 
Reels far from reaſon, joſtled by the throng. 

By day the ſoul is paſhve, all her thoughts 
Impos'd, precarious, broken, ere mature, 

By night, from objects free, from paſſion cool, 
Thoughts uncontroul'd, and unimpreſs'd, the birth. 
Of pure election, arbitrary range, 

Not to the limits of one world confin'd, 

But from ethereal travels light on earth, 

As voyagers drop anchor for repoſe. 

Let Indians, and the gay, like Indians, fond 
Of feather'd fopperies, the ſun adore 
Darkneſs has more divinity for me; 
It ſtrikes thought inward; it drives back the ſou! 
To ſettle on herſelf, our point ſupreme! 
J here lies our theatre; there fits our judge. 
Darkneſs the curtain drops o'er Life's dull ſcene; 
is the kind hand of Providence ftretch*d out 
*T'wixt man and vanity ; *tis Reaſon's reign, 
| And Virtue" too; theſe tutelaty ſhades 
Are mai's aſylum from the tainted throng. 
Night is the good man's friend, and guardian tod: 
It no leſs reſcues virtue than inſpires, 

Virtue, for ever frail as fair, below, 
Her tender nature ſuffers in the crowd, 
Nor touches on the world without a ſtain. 
The world's infections; few bring back at eve, 
Immaculate, the manners of the morn. 
Something we thought is blotted ; we reſolv'd, 
Is ſhaken; we renounc'd, returns again. 
Each ſalutation may ſlide in a fin 
Unthought before, or fix a former flaw, 
Nor is it ſtrange ; light, motion, concourſe, noiſe, 
All ſcatter us abroad. I hought, outward-bound, 
Neglectful of our home-affairs, flies off 
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we and diſſipation, quits her charge, 
leaves the breaſt unguarded to the foe. 
'':eſent example gets within our guard, 
acts with double force, by few repell'd 
tion fires ambition; love of gain 
«25, like a peſtilence; from breaſt to break : 


pride, perfidy, blue vapours, breathe, 
nhumanity is caught from man, 

ſmiling man! A flight, a fingle glance, 
hot at random, often has brought home 


.den fever to the throbbing heart 


vy, rancour, or impure deſire, 

e, we hear, with peril; ſafety dwells 

te from multitude, The world's a ſchool 
ong, and what proficients ſwarm around! 
aſt or imitate or diſapprove ; 

iſt as their accomplices or foes : 


ains our innocence, this wounds our peace. 
Nature's birth, hence, Wiſdom has beea fmit 
ſweet receſs, and languiſh'd for the ſhade, 


; acred ſhade and ſolitude what is it? 

ie felt preſence of the Deity. 

re the faults we flatter when alone? 
aks in her allurements, 's ungilt, 

zoks, like other objecls, black by night, 
ht an atheift half believes a God, 

ht is fair Virtue's immemor:al friend. 
12{\c:ous moon, thro? ev'ry diſtant age, 
d a lamp to Wiſdom, aud let fall, 
templation's eye her purging ray. 


* 


m'd Athenian, he who woo'd from heav*a 


phy the fair, to dwell with men, 


m their manners, not inflame their pride, 


ver his head, as fearful to moleſt 
'ring.mind, the ſtars in lence Aide, 
em all gazing on their future gueſt, 
a ſoliciting his ardent ſuit 

wate audience all the live-long night, 
a thought, and motionleſs he Bands, 


Ats his theme or poſture till the tun 


(es dkunkard! rifng rofy from the main) 
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Diſturbs his nobler intellectual beam, 
And gives him to the tumult of the world. 


Hail, precious momeats! ſton from the black wal s 


Or murder'd time! auſpicious Midnight ! hail! 

The world excluded, ev'ry paſhon huſh'd, 

And open'd a calm intercourſe with Heav'n, 

Here the ſoul fits in council, ponders paſt, 

Predeſtines future action; ſces, not feels, 

Jumultuous life, and reaſons with the ſtorm ; 

All her lies anſwers, and thinks down her charm:, 
What awful joy! what mental liberty! 

I am not pent in darkneſs; rather ſay 

(It not too bold) in darkneſs I'm imbower'd. 

Delightful gloom! the cluſt'ring thoughts around 

Spontaneous riſe, and bloſſom in the thade, 

Bur droop by day, and ficken in the ſun. 


Thought borrows light elſewhere ; from that fit fre, 


Fountain of animation! whence deſcends 
Urania, my celeftial gueſt! who deigns 
Nightly to viſit me, ſo mean! and now, 
Conſcious how needful diſcipline to man, 
From pleaſing dalliance with the charms of night, 
My wand'ring thought recal:, to what excites: 
Far other beat of heart, Narciſſa's tomb. 

Or 15 it feeble Nature calls me back, 
And breaks my ſpirit into grief again! 
Is it a >tygian vapour in my blood ? 
A cold flow puddle creeping thro? my veins? 
Or is it thus with all men?—Thus with all. 
What are we? how unequal! now we ſoar, 
And now we fink. To be the ſame tranſcends 
Our preſent proweſs. Dearly pays the foul 
For lodging ill; too dearly rents her clay. 
Reaſon, a baffled counſellor! but adds 
The bluſh of weakneſs to the bane of woe. 
The nobleſt ſpirit, fighting her hard fate 
In this damp, duſky region, charg'd with ſtorms, 
But fcedbly flutters, yet untaught to fly; 
Or, flying, ſhort her flight, and ſure her fall: 
Our utmoſt ſtrength, when down, to riſe again, 
And not to yield, tho? beaten, all our pratſe, 
Lis vain to ſeek in men tor more than man. 
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BY proud in promiſe, big in previous thought, 

E.pcri-nce damps our triumph. I, who late 

E:ncrging from the ſhadows of the grave, 

here grief detain'd me pris'ner, mounting high 

3 ew wide the gates of everlaſting day, 

Aid call'd mat akind to glory, ſhook off pain, 

* tal. lity ſhook off, in ether pure, 

aud ſtruck the ſtars, now feel my ſpirits fail; 

Ibey drop me from the zenith; down J ruſh, 

Lie him whom fable fledg'd with waxen wings, 

In (ſorrow drown*d—but not in ſorrow loft. 

Pow wretched is the man who never mourn'd! 

I live for precious pearl in Sorrows ſtream : 

Kot ſo the thoughtleſs man that only grieves, 

Takes all the rormeat, and rejects the gain. 

(lickimable gain!) and gives Heav'n leave 

Jo mike him but more wretched, not more wiſe. 
If wiſdom is our leſſon (and what elſe 

Ennobles man? what elſe have angels learn'd?) 

Grict! more proficients in thy ſchool are made, 

Iban genius or proud learning e*er could boaſt, 

Voracious learning, often over-fed, 

Digeſis not into ſenſe her motley meal. 

Tis bookcaſe, with dark booty almoſt burſt, 

CT lis forager on others wiſdom, leaves 

Ber native farm, her reaſon, quite untill'd. 

With mixt manure ſhe ſurfeits the rank ſoil, 

Duang'd, but not dreſt, and rich to beggary : 

A pomp untamcable of weeds prevails : 

Her icrvants wealth incumber'd Wiſdom mourns. 
Aud what ſays Genius? Let the dull be wiſe.“ 

Genius; too hard for right, can prove it wrong, 

FA loves to boaſt, where bluſh men leſs inſpir'd. 
It pleads exemption from the laws of ſenſe, 
Confiders reaſon as a leveller, 

Ad (corns to ſhare a bleſſing with the crowd. 
That wiſe it could be, thinks an ample claim 

Jo glory, and to pleaſure gives the reſt. 

ra due but ſleeps, Ardelio is undone. 

WII dom leſs ſhudders at a fool than wit. 

but wiſdom ſmiles when humbled mortals weep; 
Wies {orrow wounds the breaſt, as ploughs the glebe, 
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And hearts obdurate feel her ſoft'ning ſhow'r: 
Her ſeed celeſtial, then, glad wiſdom ſows; 
Her golden harveſt triumphs in the ſoil, 

If ſo, Narciſſa, welcome my relapſe; 

I'll raiſe a tax, on my calamity, 

And reap rich compenſation for my pain, 

I'll range the plenteous intellectual field 

And gather ev'ry thought of ſov'reign pon 'r 
To chace the moral maladies of man; 


Thoughts which may bear tranſplanting to the e,, 


1 ho? natives of this coarſe penurious ſoil ; 

Nor wholly wither there where ſeraphs ſing, 
Refin'd, exalted, not annull'd, in heav'n: 
Reaſon, the ſun, that gives them birth, the ſame 
In either clime, tho? more illluſtrious there. 
Ihe ſe choicely cull'd, and elegantly rang'd 
Shall form a garland for Narcifla's tomb, 

And peradventure, of no fading flow'rs. 


Say, on what themes ſhall puzzled choice deſcend! 


© Th” importance of contemplating the tomb; 

« Why men decline it; ſuicide's foul birth; 

« The various Kinds of grief; the faults of age; 

« And death's dread charater—invite my ſong.” 
And, firſt, th* importance of our end ſurvey”. 

Friends counſel quick diſmiſſion of our grief. 

Miſlaken kindneſs! our hearts heal too ſoon. 


Are they more Kind than He who ſtru ck the blow! 


Who bid it do his errand in our hearts, 
And baniſh peace, till nobler gueſts arrive, 
And bring it back a true and endleſs peace? 
Calamities are friends: as glaring day 

Of theſe unnumber'd luſtres rob our ſight, 
Proſperity puts out unnumber'd thoughts 
Of import high, and light divine to man. 


The man how blefs'd, who, ſick of gaudy ſcenes, 


(Scenes apt to thruſt between us and ourſelves 
Is led by choice to take his fav'rite walk 
Beneath Death's gloomy, ſilent, cypreſs ſhades, 
Unpierc'd by Vanity's fantaſtic ray; 

To read his monuments, to weigh his duſt, 
Viſit his vaults, and dwell among his tombs! 
Lorenzo, read with me Narciila's fone ; 
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* Zarciſſa was thy fav'rite) let us read 
Her moral ſtone; few doctors preach ſo well; 
Few orators ſo tenderly can touch 
be fecling heart. What pathos in the date! 
Apt words 3 can ſtrike; and yet in them we ſce 
Faint images of what we here enjoy. 
EV Ht cauſe have we to build on length of lire) 
Jewptations ſe:ze when, fear is laid aſleep, 
Aid i!! foreboded is our ſtrongeſt guard. 
Sec from her tomb, as from an humble ſhrine, 
Truth, radiant goddeſs! ſallies on my foul, 
A: 5 puts Deluſion's duſky train to flight: 
Diſpels the miſt our ſultry paſſions raiſe 
From objects low, terreſtrial, and obſcene, 
And ſhews the real eftimate of things, 
hich no man, unaMicted, ever ſaw; 
Pulls off the veil from Virtue's riſing charms ; 
Detects temptation in a thouſand lies. 
Truth bids me look on men as autumn leaves, 
And all they bleed for as the ſummer's duſt 
Driv'n by the whirlwind: lighted by her beams, 
den my horizon, gain new pow'rs, 
pe. things inviſible, feel things remote, 
An preſent with futurities ; think nought 
To man ſo foreign as the joys polleſs'd ; 
No zht fo much his as thoſe beyond the grave, 
No folly keeps its colour in her fight ; 
le worldly wiſdom loſes all her charms; 
d pompous promiſe from her ſchemes profound, 
tature tate ſhe plans, 'tis all in leaves, 
WE dibyl, unſubſtantlal fleeting bliſs ;; 
R te firſt blaſt it vaniſhes in air. 
Wt ſo celeſtial. Wouldſt thou know, Lorenzo, 
Dy lifter worldly wiſdom and d.vine? 
tas the waning and the waxing moon: 
empty worlely wifdom ev'ry day; 
ev'ry day more fair her rival ſhines, 
later, there's leſs time to play the fool, 
our whole term for wiſdom is expir'd, 
7 " E10wMt ſhe calls no council in the grave) 
IK ererlnting fool is writ in fire, 
al wiidom wafts us to the ſkies, 
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As worldly ſchemes reſemble Sibyls leaves, 
The good man's days to Sibyls books compare, 
(In ancient ſtory read, thou know'ſt the tale) 
In price ſtill rifing as in number leſs, 
Ineſtimable quite his final hour. . 
For that who thrones can offer, offer thrones ; ] 
Inſolvent worlds the purchaſe cannot pay. * 
Oh let me die his death!” all nature cries, N 
„ Then live his life. —All nature falters there; 
Our great phyſician daily to conſult, 

To commune with the grave our only cure. 

What grave preſcribes the beſt?—A friend's ; and) 
From a friend's grave how ſoon we diſengage! | "gy 
Ev'n to the deareſt, as his marble, cold. our 
Why are friends raviſh'd from us! *Tis to bind, 4 
By ſoft Atection's ties, on human hearts 10 
The thought of death, which reaſon, too ſupine, + 
Or miſemploy'd, ſo rarely faſtens there. 7 
Nor reaſon nor aſtection, no, nor both br i; 
Combin'd, can break the witchcrafts of the vorld, r 

zchold th? inexorable hour at hand! . 

chold th' inexorable hour forgot! ] 
And to forget it the chief aim of life, A 
tho? well to ponder it is life's chief end. 

Is death, that ever-threat'ning, ne'er remote, 
7 hat all-important, and that only ſure, 

(Come when he will) an unexpected gueſt? 
Nay, tho? invited by the loudeſt calls 

Of blind imprudence, unexpected ſtill, 

1 ho? num'rous meſlengers are ſent before, 
To warn his great arrival. What the cauſe, 
the wond”rous cauſe, of this myſterious ill? 
All heav'n looks down aſtoniſh'd at the fight, 

Is it that Lite has ſown her joys ſo thick, 
We can't thruſt in a ſingle care between? 

Is it that Lite has ſuch a ſwarm of cares, 
The thought of death can't enter for the throng ? 

3 it that Time ſteals on with downy feet, 

Nor wakes Indulgence from her golden dream 
To-day is ſo like yeſterday, it cheats: 

We take the lying ſiſter for the ſame. 

Lite glides away, Lorenzo, like a brock, 
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For ever changing, unperceiv'd the change. 
5 In the ſame brook none ever bath'd him twice; 


lo the ſame life none ever twice awoke, 
We call the brook the ſame ;- the ſame we think 
Our life, tho” ſtill more rapid in its flow, 
Nor marK'the much irrevocably laps'd, 
And mingled with the ſea, Or ſhall we ſay 
Retaining ſtill the brook to bear us on) 
1 bat life is like a veſtel on the ſtream? 
In Lf e embark'd, we ſmoothly down the tide 
Of time deſcend, but not on time intent; 
5 Gag, unconſe.ous or the gliding wave, 
F 5 on A ſudden we perceive a thock ; 
We ſtart, awake, look out? what ſee we there? 
Our brittle bark is burſt on Charon's ſhore: 

Is this the cauſe death flies all human thought? 
Or is it ebnen by the will firuck blind, 
hat domineering miſtreſs of the foul? 
Like him fo ſtrong by Dalilah the fair? 
Or is it fear turns rde reaſon back 
From looking down 2 Pre Cp ce ſo ſteep? 
Nis dread ul and the Tear is wiſely plac'd 
1 1 conſcious of the make of man. 
A dre «tul friend it is, a terror Kind, 
N n 2 ſword to guard the tree of life. 
By that unaw'd in life's moſt ſmiling hour 

man would repine; v out ſuffer joys, 

Mura impatient for his promis'd fkies. 
he bad, on each puuctiliou que of pride, 


e e er, ruſh 1: to the dark, 
mar the ſcenes of Providence below. 
it oy was that, Lorenzo? Furies, riſe, 
And drown, in your leſs evecrable yell, 
1 s ſhame. There took her gloomy flight, 
. wing impetuous, a black ſullen ſoul, 
1 
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WDr [109m of humour, would give rage the rein, 
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Ted from hell, with horrid luſt of death. 
friend, the brave, the gallant Altamont, 
Wo call'd, ſo though., —and then he fled the field, 
baſe the fear of death than fear of life. 
P Urtaint infamous for ſuicide! 
ind, in thy manners, far disjoin'd CE 


e 
1 1 


75 


» 
py 
ON 
* 
2 
3 


» PE Da. hoo oct 


a 


= 


—— 2 


— — 


THE COMPLAINT. 


From the whole world of rationals beſide! 
In ambient waves plunge thy polluted head, 
Waih the dire ftain, nor ſhock the continent, 

But thou be ſhock'd while I detect the cauſe 
Of ſelf-aflault, expoſe the monſter's birth, 

And bid abhorrence hiſs it round the world. 
Blame not thy clime, nor chide the diſtant ſun; 
1he ſun is innoceuce, thy clime abſolv'd. 
Immoral climes kind nature never made, 

1he cauſe ] bng in Eden might prevail, 

And proves it is thy folly, not thy fate. 

i he ſoul of man (let man in homage bow 
Who names his ſoul) a native of the ikies ! 
High-born and free, her freedom ſhould maintai: 
Unſold, unmortgag'd for earth's little bribes, 
1h” illuſtrious ranger, in this foreign land, 
Like ftrangets jealous-of her dignity, 

Studious of home, aad ardent to return, 

Of earth ſuſpicious, earth's inchanted cup 

With cool reſerve light touching, thould indulge 
On immortality her godlike taite ; 
Jhere take large draughts; make her chief b 

But ſome reject this ſuſtenance divine 
To beggarly vile appetites deſceud, 

Aſk alms of earth for gueſts that came from lea, 
Sink :nro flaves, and ſell for preſent hire 
Their rich reverſion and (hat thares its fate) 
{heir uative freedom to the prince who ſways 
This nether world: and when his payments fall, 
When his toul batxet gorges them no more, 
Or their pall'd palates loathe the baiker full, 
Are inſtantly, with wild demoniac rage, 
For breaking all the chains of Providence, 
And burſting the:r confinement, tho faſt bart'd 
By laws divine and human, guarded ftrong 
With horrors doubled to defend the paſs, 
The blackett nature or dire guilt can raiſe, 
And moatec round with fathomleſs deftruction, 
Sure to receive, and whelm them in their fall. 
Such, Britons, is the cauſe to you unkno vi, 
Or, worſe, o'erlook'd, o'crlook'd by magilſtiatc., 
Thus criminals themſelves, I grant the deed 
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I- n4dneſs, but the madneſs of the heart, 

And what is that? Our utmoſt bound of guilt. 
A ſenſual unreflecting life is big 

With wonſtrous births and ſuicide, to crown 
The black infernal brood, IJ he bold to break 
Heaw ws law ſapreme, and deſperately ruſh 
{hro* ſacred nature's murder on their own, 
Becauſe they never think of death, they die. 
is equally man's duty, glory, gain, 
At once to ſhun and meditate his end. 


When by the bed of languiſhment we fit, 


{he ſeat of wiſdom! if our choice, not fate) 
Ur o'er our dying friends in anguiſh hang, 
Wipe the cold dew, or ſtay the finking head, 
Number their moments, and in ev'ry clock 
Start at the voice of an eternity; 

dee the dim lamp of life juſt feebly lift 

An agonizing beam, at us to gaze, 

Ihen ſink again, and quiver into death, 

I hat moſt pathetic herald of our own ; 

Hos read we ſuch ſad ſcenes? As ſent to man 
perfect vengeance ? No, in pity ſent, 

To melt him down, like wax, and then impreſs, 
I dellble, death's image on his heart, 

Bleeding for others, trembling for himſelf. 
We bleed, we tremble, we forget, we ſmile. 


The mind turns fool before the cheek is dry. 
Our quick returning folly cancels all, 
A 


the tide ruſhing raſes what is writ 


In vielding ſands. and ſmooths the letter'd ſhore. 


Lorenzo, haſt thou ever weigh'd a ſigh? 
Or #od;"d the philoſophy of tears? 


A ſcience yet unleQtur'd in our ſchools) 


Of Various Kinds they flow. From tender hearts, 


Had thon deſcended deep into the breaſt, 

Aud ſeen their ſource? if not, deſcend with me, 

Aud trace theſe briny riv'lets to their ſprings. 
Our fun'ral tears from diff rent cauſes riſe: 

As if from ſeparate ciſterns in the ſoul, 


By (oft contagion call'd, ſome burſt at once, 
Aud fream obſequious to the leading eye: 
eme alk me re time, by curious art diſtill'd. 
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Some hearts, in ſecret hard, unapt to melt, 
Struck by the magic of the public eye, 
Like Moſes? ſmitten rock, guth out amain: 
Some weep to ſhare the fame of the deceas'd, 
So high in merit, and to them ſo dear: 
1hey dwell on praiſes which they think they 1: 
And thus, without a bluſh, commend themſel\ 
Some mourn in proof that ſomething they cou 
1 hey weep not to relieve their grief, but ſhev 
Some weep in perfect juſtice to the dead, 
As conſcious all their love is in arrear. 
Some miſchievouſly weep, not unappriz'd. 
Tears ſometimes aid the conqueſt of an eye. 
With what addreſs the ſoft Epheſians drew 
Their ſable network o'er entangled hearts! 
As ſeen thro” chryſtal, ho their roſes glow, 
While liquid pearl runs trickling down their c 
Of her's not prouder Egvpt's wanton queen, 
Carouſing gems, herſelt diffolv'd in love. 
Some weep at death, abſtracted from the dead, 
And celebrate, like Charles, their own decea! 
By kind conftruciion ſome are deem'd to wee! 
Becauſe a decent veil co.uceals their joy. 
Some weep in earneſt, and yet weep in vain 
As deep in indiſcretion as in woe. 
Paſſion, blind pathon ! impotently pours 
Tears that deſerve more tears, wh.le Reaſon 1 
Or gazes, like an idiot, unconcern'd, 
Nor compreheads the meaning of the ſtorm; 
Knows not it ſpeaks to her, and her alone. 
Irrationals all ſorrow are bencath, 
That noble gift! that privilege of man! 
From ſorrow's pang, the birth of endleſs joy: 
But theſe are barrea of that birth divine; 
J hey weep impetuous as the ſummer ſtorm, 
And full as thort! the cruel grief ſoon tam'd. 
They make a paſtime of the ſtngleſs tale; 
Far as the deep-reſounding Kell they ſpread 
The dreadful news, and hardly feel it more: 
No grain of wiſdom pays them for their woe. 
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Halt-round the globe, the tears pump'd up ©; 


Are ſpeat in wat'ring vanities of life; 
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In making folly flouriſh ſtill more fair. 

When the ſick ſoul, her wonted ſtay withdrawn, 
Reclines on earth, and ſorrows in the duſt, 
Inſtead of learning there her true ſupport, 
Tho? there thrown down her true ſupport to learn, 
Without Heav*n's aid, impatient to be bleſt, 
She crawls to the next thrub or bramble vile, 
ho from the ſtately cedars arms ſhe fell; 
With ſtale forfworn embraces elings anew, 
The franger weds, and bloſſoms, as betore, 

11 all the fruitleſs topperies ot life, 

Preients her weed, well fancy'd, at the ball, 
And raties for the death's head on the ring. 
So wept Aurelia, till the deſtin'd youth 

ent in with his receipt for making ſmiles, 

ad blanching fables into bridal bloom, 

» wept Lorenzo fair Clarifla's fate, 

% gave that angel boy on whom he doats 
Aud dy'd to give him, orphan'd in his birth! 
Not ſuch, Narciſſa, my diſtreſs for thee; 

Ii! make an altar of thy ſacred tomb, 

Io ſacrice to Wifdom—what waſt thou? 
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% Young, gay, and fortunate!” Each yields a theme: 


Fi! dwell on each, to ſhun thought more ſevere; 
(Heav'n knows 1 labour with ſeverer ſtill!) 
II dwvell on each, and quite exhauſt thy death, 
A boul without reflection, like a pile 
Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. 
And, firſt, thy youth: what ſays it to grey hairs? 
N arcitla, I'm become thy pupil now,— 
Early, bright, tranſient, chaſte, as morning dew, 
She ſparkl'd, was exhal'd, and went to heav'n, 
Time on this head was ſnow'd, yet ſtill *tis borae- 
Aloft, nor thinks but on another's grave, 
Cover'd with ſhame 1 ſpeak it, age fevere 
Old worn out vice ſets down for virtue fair; 
Wich graceleſs gravity chaftifing vouth, 
1 hat youth chaſtis'd ſurpaſſing in a fault, 
Father of all, forgetfulneſs ot death; 
As ir, like objects preſſing on the fight, 
Drath had advanc'd too near us to be ſeen ; 
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And men might plead preſcription from the grave Gre 
Deathleſs, from repetition of reprieve. Hoi 
Deathleſs? far from it! ſuch are dead already; Ane 
1 heir hearts are bury'd, and the world's their 9. bea. 
Tell me, ſome God! my guardian angel, tell Not 
What thus infatuates? what enchantment plants Not 
1 he phantom of an age *twixt us and death, Fol! 
1 


- 
_ 


Already at the door? He knocks; we hear him, 
Aud yet we will not hear. What mail defends 
Our untouch'd hearts! what miracle turns off 
Ihe pointed thought, which from a thouſand qui 
Is daily darted, and is daily ſhunn'd ? 
We ftand, as in a battle, throngs on throngs 
Around vs falling, wounded oft ourſelves; 
Tho' bleeding with our wounds immortal ſtil! 
We fee 1 ime's furrows on another's brow, 
And Death intreach'd, preparing his affault: 
How few themſelves in that juſt mirror ſee ! 
Cr, ſeeing, draw their inference as ſtrong! 
1here death is certain; doubtful here: he muſt, 
And ſoon : we may, within an age, expire. 
Tho? grey our heads, our thoughts and aims are g. 
Like damag'd clocks, whoſe hand and bell diftert 
Folly finps fix, while Nature points at twelve, 
Abſurd longevity ! More, more, it cries ; 
More life, mote wealth, more traſh of ev'ry Kind, 
Aud wherefore mad for more, when reliſh fails? 
Object and appꝭtite muſt club for joy: Ful 
Shall folly labour hard to mend the bow, 
Baubles, I mean, that firike us from without, 
hile Nature is relaxing ev'ry firing ! 
Aſk I hought for joy; grow rich, and hoard with. 
'T hink you the ſoul, when this life's rattles ceate, 
Has nothing of more manly to ſucceed; 
Contract the taſte immortal ; learn e'en now 
17 0 reliſh what alone ſuhfiſts hereafter. 
Divine, or none, henceforth, your joys for ever. 
Of age the glory is to with to die: 
That wiſh is praiſe and promiſe; it applauds 
Paſt life, and promiſes our future bliſs, 
What weakneſs ſee not children in their fires! 
Grand-climaQerical abſurditics! 
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Grey-hair'd authority, to faults of youth 
How ſhocking ! it makes folly thrice a fool; 
And our firit childhood might our laſt deſpiſe. 
Peace and eſteem is all that age can hope: 
No = ug but Wifdom gives the firſt ; ; the laſt 
Nothing but the repute of being wiſe, 
*"" bars both: our age is quite undone, 
What folly can be ranker? Like our ſhadows, 
Our wiſhes lengthen as our ſun declines, 

No wiſh ſhould loite r, then, this ſide the grave. 
Out hearts ſhould leave the world before the knel! 
bee our carcailes to mend the ſoil. 

u to l ve in tempeſt; die in port: 

ould fly concourſe, cover in retreat 
is of judgment, aud the will ſubdue; 
ilk thoughtful on the filent ſolemn ſhore 
f that vaſt ocean it muſt ſail ſo ſoon, 

d put good works on board, and wait the wind 
lat ſhortly blows us into worlds unknown: 
unconſider'd, too, a dreadtful ſcene! 
All ſhould be prophets to themſelves: foreſee 
Their futme fate: their future tate foretaſte : 
Jlis art would waſte the bitterneſs of death. 
Ihe thought of death alone the tear deſtroys : 
Ad etion to that precious thought 
I 016 than midnight darkneſs on the ſoul, 
Nhicli ſleeps be acath it ona pre cipice, 
pu do by the firſt blaſt, and loft for ever, 
Doſt ac, Lorenzo, Why tio warmly prem 
repetition hamm er'd on thine ear, 
thought of death? 1 hat thought is the machine, 
ne grand machine, that heaves us from the duſt, 
d rears us into men; 1 hat thought ply'd home, 
| {0090 reduce the ghaſtly precipice 
changing hell, will ſoften the deſcent, 
4 gently ſlope our paſſage to the grave. 
' warmly to be w.1t"d ! what heart of fleſh 
1d tritte with tremendous ? dare extremes 
Jaun o'er the fate of infinite? what haud, 
: B:vond — blackeſt brand of cenſvre bold, 
o peak a language too well Known to thee) 
| Would at a moment 8 ve its all to chance, LES 
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And ſtamp the dye for an eternity? 
Aid me, Narciſſa! aid me to keep pace 


With Deſtiny, and, ere her ſciſſars cut e 
My thread of life, to break this tougher thread * 
Of mortal death that ties me to the world. N 
Sting thou my ſlumb'ring reaſon to ſend forth F. 
A thought of obſervation on the foe; T 
To ſally, and ſurvey the rapid march O; 
Of his ten thouſand meſſengers to man, 7 


Who, Jehu like, behind him turns them all. 

All accident apart, by Nature ſian'd, 

My warrant is gone out, tho? dormant yet ; 

Perhaps behind one moment lurks my fate. 
Muſt I then forward only look for death 

Backward I turn mine eye, and find him there, 

Man is a ſelf ſurvivor ev'ry year. 

Man, like a ſtream, is in perpetual flow, 

Death's a deſtroyer of quotidian prey: 


— 
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My youth, my noontide his! my yeſterday ; A 
"Ihe bold invader ſhares the preſent hour. zl 
Each moment on the former ſhuts the grave, og 
While man is growing, life is in decreaſe, Con 
And cradles rock us nearer to the tomb. The 
Our birth is nothing but our death begun, - By 
As tapers waſte that inſtant they take fre. WW. 
Shall we then fear, leſt that ſhould come to pub, But 
Which comes to pals each moment of our lives Tho 
If fear we muſt, let that death turu us pale 1 
Which murders ſtrength and ardour; what remass WW). 
Should rather call on Death than dread his Call. Aud 
Ye partners of my fault, and my decline! Wo + 
Thoughtleſs of death but when your ne.ghbour's Ne 
(i ude viſttaat) knocks hard at your dull fen'r, Ml nd 
And with its thunder ſcarce obtains your car! Men 
Be death your theme in ev'ry place and hour; au 
Nor longer waut, ye monumental Sires, That 
A brother tomb to tell you, you ſhall die. IF 
That death you dread (fo preat is Nature's + i 
Know you thall court before you ſhall een. ho 
But vou are learn'd; in volumes deep you ft, 0 


In wiſdom ſhallow. Pompous ignoraice ! 
Would you be itil} more learned than the care C 
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Learn well to know how much need not be known. 
And what that Knowledge which impairs your tenſe. 
ur needful Knowledge, like our needful food, 
Unhedg'd, lies open in life's common field, 
And bids all welcome to the vital feaſt. 
Von ſcorn what lies before you in the page 
Ur nature and experience, moral truth! 
Ot iadiſpenſible, eternal fruit! 
Fruit on which mortals feeding turn to gods; 
And dive in ſcience for diſtinguith'd names, 
ED ſhone fomentation of your pride, 
din king in virtue as you riſe in tame 
Your learning, like the lunar beam, affords 
Licht, but not heat; it leaves you undevout, 
Frozen at heart, while ſpeculation ſhines. 
Awake, ve curious Indagators; fond 
Or Knowing all but what ava.ls you Known. | 
Hf von would learn Death's character, attend. | 
Al! caſts of conduct, all degrees of health, | 
All dyes of fortune, aud all dates of age, 
Together ſhook in his impartial urn, 
Come forth at random; or, if choice is made, | 
Ihe choice is quite ſarcaſtic, and inſults 4 
All bold conjecture and fond hopes of man. | 
What countleſs multitudes not ouly leave, p 
But deeply diſappoints us, by their deaths! (i 
1 ho great our ſorrow, greater our ſurpriſe. ' 
L'ke other tyrants, Death delights to ſmite, | 
What, ſmitten, moſt proclaims the pride of pow'r | 
Nad arbitrary nod. His joy ſupreme, | 
go bid the wretch ſurvive the fortunate ; | 
The feeble wrap th' athletic in his ſhroud ; | 
Ind weeping fathers build their childrens tomb: 
* ine, Narciſta What tho? ſhort thy date? 
F'rtve, not rolling ſuns, the mind matures. 1 | 
; 
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That life is long which aaſwers life's great end. f 
Ile time that bears no fruit deſerves no name. 
Ihe man of wiſdom is the man of years. 
N Lowry youth Methuſalems may die; 
D bow miſdated on their ſlatt'ring tombs! 
Narcidla's youth has lectur*d me thus far: 
Ind can her ga ety give counſel too? LEH 
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That, like the Jew's fam'd oracle of gems, 
Sparkles inftruction ; ſuch as throws new light, 
And opens more the character of Death, 

IIl known to thee, Lorenzo, this thy vaunt! 


„ Give Death his due, the wretched and the old; 


„% Ev'n let him ſweep his rubbiſh to the grave; 
6 Let him not violate kind Nature's laws, 
«© But own man born to live gs well as die,” 


Wretched and old thou giv'ſt him: young and ga, 


He takes; and plunder is a tyrant's joy. 

What if | prove, © the fartheſt from the fear 

& Are often neareſt to the firoke of fate: 
All more than common, menaces an end, 

A blaze betokens brevity of life, 

As if bright embers ſhould emit a flame, 

Glad ſpir.ts ſparkled from Narcifla's eye, 


And made Youth your ger, and taught Life to I've 


As Nature's oppoſites wage endleſs war 

For this offence, as treaſon to the deep 
Inviolable ſtupor of his reign. 

Where luſt and turbulent ambition a 

Death took ſwift vengeance. As he life deteſs, 
More life is ſtill more odious: and reduc'd 

By conqueſt, aggrandizes more his Er 

But wherefore aggrand Z d? by Heav'n's decree 
10 plant the ſoul on her eternal! guard, 

In awful expectation of our end. 


Thus runs Death's dread commiſſion; “ Strike,! 


As moſt alarms the living by the dead.” 
Hanes ſtratagem delights him, and ſurpriſe, 
Aud cruel ſport with man's ſecurities, 

Not imple conqueſt, triumph is his aim; 


* Fan . Fl * * L - 
Aud where leait fear'd, there conqueſt triumphs meh, 


1his proves my bold aflertion not too bold. 
What are his arts to lay our fears aſleep ? 

Tiberian arts his purpoſe es wrap up 

In deep D:ithamlation's darkeſt night. 

Like princes uncoafeſs'd in foreign courts, 

Who travel under cover, Death aſfum es 

The name and look of Life, and dwells 3 U 

He takes all ſhapes that ſerve his black dciigus: 

Thy? matter of a wider empire far 
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Than that o'er which the Roman Eagle flew, 
Like Nero, he's a fidler, charioteer ; 
Or drives his phaeton in female guiſe ; 
(Ute nnſuſpected, till the wheel beneath 
Hs difarray'd oblation he devours. 

He moſt eflects the forms leaſt like himſelf, 
11:s fender ſelf : hence burly corpulence 
Is his familiar wear, and ſleek diſguiſe. 
| the roſy bloom he loves to lurk, 
Or ambuth in a ſmile ; or, wanton, dive 
I: dimples deep; Love's eddies, which draw in 
Unwary hearts, and fink them in deſpair. 
Such on Narciila's couch he loiter'd long 
U known, and when detected, ſtill was ſeen 
10 mile: ſuch peace was Innocence in death! 

iolt happy they! whom leaft his arts deceive. 
One eve on death, and one full fix'd on heav'n, 
becomes 2 mortal and immortal man. 
Long oa his wiles a piqu'd and jealous ſpy, 
Ive ſeen; or dream'd I] ſaw, the tyrant Dreſs, 
Liy by his horrors, and put on his ſmiles, 
dar, muſe! for thou tremember'ſt, call it back, 
| ſhew Lorenzo the ſurpriſing ſcene; 

lt was a dream, his genius can explain. 

Iwas in a circle of the gay I ſtood: 
Vezth would have enter'd; Nature puſh'd him back: 
pported by a doctor of renown, 
is point he gain'd; then artfully difmiſs'd 
e ſage; for Death deſign'd to be conceal'd. 
he cave an old vivacious uſurer 
is meagre aſpect, and his naked bones; 
g/: Tratitude for plumping up his prey, 
A panper'd ſpendthrift, whoſe fautaſtic air, 


Well-taſhion'd ſigure, and cockaded brow, 


i took in change, aud underneath the pride 
U! Coftty linen tuck'd his filthy ſhroud, 
FE: 5 crooked bow he ſtraighten'd to a cane, 

and hid h's deadly ſhafts in Myra's eye. 

he dreadtul maſquerader, thus equ pp'd, 

utlallies oa adventures. Aſk you where? 
Waere is he not? For his peculiar haunts 

Let this ſuflice; ſure as niglit follows day, 
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Death treads in Pleaſure's footſteps round the world, 
When Pleaſure treads the paths which Reaſon ſhu2s, 


When againſt Reaſon Riot ſhuts the door, 

And Gaiety ſupplies the place of Senſe, 

Then, foremoſt, at the banquet and the ball, 

Death leads the dance, or ſtampꝭ the deadly dye; 

Nor ever tails the midnight bowl to crown, 

Gaile caroufing to his gay compeers, 

Inly he laughs to fee them laugh at him, 

As abſeot far; ; and when the revel buras, 

When Fear is baniſh'd, and triumphant 1 hough:, 

Calling for all the joys beneath the moon, 

Againſt him turns the key, and bids him f ſup 

With their progenitors—he drops his maik, 

Frowns out at full; they ſtart, deſpair, expire. 
Scarce with more ſudden terror and ſurpriſe 

From his black maik of nitre, touch'd by te, 

He burſts, expands, roars, blazes, and devours, 

And is not this triumphant treacherv, 

And more than ſimple conqueſt in the fiend? 
And now, Lorenzo, doſt thou wrap thy ſoul 

In ſoit ſecurity, becauſe unknown 

Which moment is commiſſion'd to defiroy ? 

In death's uncertainty thy danger lies. 

Is death uncertain? therefore thou be fix'd, 

Fix'd as a centinal, all eye, all car, 

All expectation of the coming foe. 

Rouſe, ſtaud in arms, nor lean againft thy ſpear, 

Left Slumber ſteal one moment o'er thy ſoul, 


And Fate ſurpriſe thee nedding. Watch, be irons; 


1 hus give each day the merit and renown 
Of dying well, tho" doom'd but once to die, 
Nor let life's period, hidden (as from moſt) 
Hide, too, from thee the precious uſe of life. 
Early, not ſudden, was Narciſſa's fate: 
Soon, not ſurpriſing, Death his viſit paid: 
Her thought went forth to meet him on bis way, 
Nor Gaiety forgot it was to die. 
Tho” fortune, too (our third and final the me 
As au accomplice, play'd her gaudy plumes, 
And ev'ry glittring gewgaw, on her ſighi, 
To dazzle aud debauch it from its mark, 
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| Death's dreadful advent is the mark of man, 
And every thought that miſſes it is blind. 
Fortune with Youth and Gaiety conſpir'd 
Jo weave a triple wreath of happiness. 

(If happineſs on earth) to crown her brow : 


And could Death charge thro” ſuch a ſhining ſhield? 


i hat ſhining ſhield invites the tyrant's ſpear, 
As if to damp our elevated aims, 
And firongly preach humility to man, 
0 ho portentous is proſperity! 
How, comet-like, it threateas while it ſhines! 
Few. years but yield us proof of Death's ambition, 
10 cull his victims from the faireſt fold, 
And ſheath his ſhafts in all the pride of life. 
When flooded w th abundance, purpled o'er 
With recent honours, bloom'd with ev*ry bliſs, 
det up in oftentation, made the gaze, 
he gaudy centre, of the public eye; 
When Fortune, thus, has toſs'd her child in air, 
Snatch'd from the covert of an humble ſtate, 
how often have I ſeen him dropt at once, 
Our morning's envy ! aud our evening's ſigh! 
As it her bounties were the fignal giv'n, 
the flow'ry wieath, to mark the facritice, 
And call Death's arro»'s on the deſtin'd prey. 
High Fortune ſeems in cruel league with Fate. 
vou for what? To give his war on man 
| he deeper dread, and more illuſtrious ſpoil; 
Thus to Keep daring mortals more in awe. 
And burns Lorenzo $11 for the ſublim 
of life? to hang his airy neft on high, 
Ou the flight timber of the topmoſt bough, 
bock d at each breeze, and menacing a fall? 
Giitug grim Drath at equal diſtance there, 
Net peace begins juſt where ambition ends. 
Wrat makes man wretched? happineſs deny'd 
Lorenzo! no; 'tis kappiacts diſdain'd. 
dhe comes too meanly dreſs'd to win our ſmiles, 
A calls herſelf Content, a homely name; 
Unr hame is tranſport, and content our fcorn. 
EA WDiton turas, and ſhuts the door againſt her, 
ot nods a toil, a tempeſt, in her ſtcad; 
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A tempeſt to warm tranſport near a-Kin, 'h 
Unknowing what our mortal ſtate admits, = 
Life's modeſt joys we ruin while we raiſe, 8. 
And all our ecſtaſies are wounds to peace; 6 
Peace, the full portion of mankind below. 4 
And ſince thy peace is dear, ambitious Youth! & 
Of fortune found! as thoughtleſs of thy fate! 1 
As late I drew Death's picture, to ſtir up 8. 
+ 1hy wholeſome tears, now, drawn in contraſt, fee (] 
1 Gay Fortunes, thy vain hopes to reprimand, V, 
| See, high in air the ſportive goddeſs hangs, 5. 
| Unlocks her caiket, ſpreads her glitt'ring ware, 72 
4 And calls the giddy winds to puff abroad 'T 
1 Her random bounties o'er the gaping throng. 7; 
| All ruſh rapacious; friends o'er trodden friends, 0 
| Sons o'er their fathers, ſubjects o'er their Kings, A 
Prieſts o'er their gods, aud lovers o'er the tair, A 
(Still more ador d) to ſnatch the golden ſhow'r. 
1. Gold glitters moſt where virtue ſhines no mote, I; 
As ſtars from abſent ſuns have leave to ſhine, A 
O what a precious pack of votaries, 4 
N Unkennell'd from the priſons and the ſtews, Þ 
Pour in, all op'niag in their idols praiſe! A 
All, ardent, eye each watture of her hand, A; 
And, wide-expanding the:r voracious jav's, As 
Morſel on morſel ſwallow do n unchew'd, U 
Untaftted, thro' mad appetite for more; 11 
Gorg'd to the throat, yet lean and rav'nous ſtil! : D. 
Sagacious all to trace the ſmalleſt game, 4 
And bold to ſeize the greateſt, It (bleſt chance!) 2 
Court-zephyrs ſweetly breathe, the launch, they fly 1 
O'er juſt, o'er ſacred, all- forbidden ground, a 
Drunk with the burning ſcent of place or power, » kh 
Staunch to the foot of Lucre till they die, N 


Or if for men you take them, as 1 mark 
Their manners thou their various fates ſurvey. 
With aim miſmeaſur'd, and impetuous-ſpeed, 
Some, darting, fir ke their ardent wiſh far of, 
I hro' fury to poſlets it: ſome ſucceed, 


Put ſtumble and let fall the taken prize. ; 
From ſome, by ſudden blaſts, tis whirl'd away, 
* And lodg'd in boſoms that ne'er dream'd of gain. 
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t ticks ſo cloſe, that, when torn off, 


dhe man, and mortal is the wound. 
'e-enamour'd of their bags, run mad, 
der gold, yet weep for want of bread. 


ome (unhappy rivals!) ſeize, 
abundance into poverty ; 
yo the raven of the law, and ſmiles; 
e goddeſs : but ſmiles not at thote 
8 of exorbitant defire!) 
at their own requeſt, and whe!m'd 
er load of laviſh grants, expire. 
famous for her numbers lain ; 
er ſmall which happineſs can bear. 
us for awhile their fates, at laſt 
involves them all: 
e.r riches backward into loſs, 
„ in jat proportion, to their ſtore. 
ith's approach (it orthodox m\ toag) 
by the lure of Fortune's {nilcs 
ou ſtill a glutton uf bright K ord. 
ou ſtill rapacious of thy ruin? 
sa ſhining mark, a ſignal blow; 
nich, while it execntes, alarms, 
s thouſands with a fingle fail, 
ome ſtately growth of oak, or pine, 


ds aloft, and proudly ſpreads her ſhade, 
deſiance, and the flock's defence, 


ang ſtrokes of lab'ring hinds ſobdu i'd, 


as her laſt, and, ruſhing from her he: 
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us ruin thunders to the ground; 
ous foreſt trembles at the ſhock, 
ad Aream, aud diſtant dale re ſound. 


raim'd darts of Death, and thete alone, 
llect, my quiver would be full; 


hich, ſuſpended in mild air, 


1avn's archer, in the zodiac, hung, 


de) ſhould draw the public eye, 
ad contemplation of mankind! 

an awiul, yet benign; 

e gay thro” life's tempeſtuous wave, 
ths to firjke the common rock; 


at Death's approach 
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« From greater danger to grow more ſecure, 
46 And, wrapt in happineſs, forget their fate.“ - 
Lyſander, happy.paft the common lot, 
Was warn'd of danger, but too gay to fear, 
He woo'd the fair Aſpaſia; ſhe was kind. 
In youth, form, fortune, fame, they both were ble 
All who knew eavy'd; yet in envy lov'd; 
Can Fancy form more finiſh'd happineſs? 
Fix'd was the nuptial hour, Her ſtately dome 
Roſe on the ſounding beach. The glitt'ring 15:5; 
Float in the wave, and break againſt the ſhore; 
So break thoſe glitt' ring ſhadows, human joys. 


The faithleſs morning ſmiPd : he takes his leave 

To re-embrace, in ecitacies, at eve: ] 
1he riſing fiorm forbids : the news arrives FT 
Untold ſhe ſaw it in her ſervant's eye. t! 
She felt it ſeen (her heart was apt to feel) be 
And drown'd, without the furious ocean's ald, 7 
In ſuflocating ſorrows ſhares his tomb. * 
Now round the ſumptuous bridal monument . 
The guilty billows innocently roar, | 

And the rough ſailor paſting, drops a tear. { 
A tear can tears ſuffice but not for me. * 


How vain our efforts! and our arts how vain! 7 
The diſtant train of thought I took, to ſhun, t 
Has thrown me on my fate.— T heſe dy'd together; y 
Happy in ruin! undivorc'd by death ! Is 
Or ne*er to meet, or ne'er to part is peace, 1 
Narciſta, Pity bleeds at thought of thee; 1 
Yet thou waſt only near me, not myſelf. 
Survive myſelf ?!—that cures all other woe. U 
Narciſſa lives; Philander is forgot. © 
O the ſoft commerce! O the tender ties, * 
Cloſe twiſted with the fibres of the heart! t! 
Which broken, break them, and drain off the ſoul ah 
Of human joy, and make it pain to live.— 1. 
And is it then to live? When ſuch friends pait U 
*Tis the ſurviver dies. —My heart! no more, f 
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HE INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 
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ages have been deeper in diſpute about re- 
gion, than this The diſpute about religion, and 


ctice of it, ſeldom go together. The ſhorter 
ore the diſpute, the better. I think, it may 
be © (ved to this üngle queſtion, 1s Man Immortal, or, | 
not? It he is not, all our diſputes are mere | 


ments, or trials of ſkill. In this caſe, truth, 
religion, which give our diſcourſes fuch pomp 

|  olemnity, are (as will be ſhewn) mere empty 1 
c „„ without any meaning in them. But if man 9 
k nortal, it will behove him to be very ſerious 
eternal conſequences z or, in other words, to be ' 
S religious, And this great fundamental truth, | 

*& bliſhed, or unawakened in the minds of men, Fa 
$. oncelve, the real ſource and ſupport of all our 

W. lity; how remote ſoever the particular objec- 1 79 
advanced may ſeem to be from it. 

ble appearances affect moſt men much more 

. abſtract reaſonings; and we daily ſee bodies drop 4 
Aus, but the ſoul is inviſble. The power 14 
F' | inclnatioa has over the judgment, is greater F 
can be well conceived by thoſe that have not 
oa experience of it; aud of what numbers is it the 
tceereſt, that fouls ſhould not ſurvive! J he Hea- 
world confeſſed, that they rather hoped, than 
believed Immortality! and how many Heathens 
ve ill amongſt us! The ſacred page aſſures 
act life and immortality are brought. to light by 
e opel: But by how many is the goſpel rejected, 
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or overlooked! From theſe conſiderations, and fron 
my being, ROY privy to the ſentiment: 
ſome particular perſons, I have been long pe: fiaved, 
that moſt, if not all, our Infidels (whatever 
they take, and whatever ſcheme, for arguments 
4 ſake, and to keep themſelves in countenance, “ 
1 9 patronize) are ſupported in their deplorable et 
> 14 by ſome doubt of their immortalitv. at the boitcn, 
5 4 And I am fatisfied, that men once thoroughly 
4 vinced of their immortality, are not far. from 
Chriſtians. For it is hard to conceive, that a 
| fully conſcious weder pain or happineſs will cert 
N ly be his lot, ſhould not earneſtly, and impartial 
inquire after the ſureft means of eſcaping the vt 
and ſecuring the Ser; And of ſoch an earncf at 
impartial enquiry, I well know the confeqrence. 
Here, therefore, in proof of this moſt fund ment 
truth, ſome plain arguments are offered; atgunens 
derived from principles which Infddels admit 19 con- 
mon with Believers; arguments which appear to ge 
altogether irreſiſtible ; and ſuch as, I am ſatis ed, vi. 
have great weight with all who give themſelves! 
ſmall trouble of locking feriouſly into their 
boſoms, and of obſerv! ng, with any tolerable dee 
of attention, what daily paſſes round about then“ 
the world.—If ſome arguments ſha!l here occur, uh. 
others have declined, they are ſubmitted, 
deference, to better judgments in this, of all poi 
the moſt important. For as to the being of. a 60), 
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1 | that is no longer diſputed; but it is undifputcd ir 
| 7 this reaſon only; viz. Becauſe, where the leaſt ji 

f b tence to reaſon is admitted, it muſt for ever be l 
putable. And of conſequence no man can be 

1 | trayed into a Ire of that nature by vanity, . 

1 has a. principle ſhare in animatir 5 our modern cat 70 

by batants againſt other articles cf our belief. 
| 
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THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED, 


IN TWOPARTS. 


CONTAINING 
T: Nature, Prof, and Importance of Immortality. 
PART I. 


| Dig 4 | 
j among ft other Things, Glory and Riches, © | 
are particularly conſidered. | 


ed to the Right Hon. HENRY PELHANI. ; 
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ber I know not yet her name in heav's) 
2% early, like Narcifla, left the ſcene, | 
len, ike Philander. What avail? 7 
ning mitigation but inflames : þ 
Wh yd med'cine heightens the diſeaſe, 
er known, the cloſer ſtil} ſhe grew, 
dual parting is a gradual death, 
„ grim tyrant's engine which extorts, 
preſture's ftill-increabng weight, 
deſt hearts confeſſion of diſtreſs. 
g dark approach, thro? years of pain, 
ary! (might 1 dare to call it fo) 
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With diſmal donht and fable terror hung, 

Sick Hope's pale lamp its only glimm'ring ray: | 

There Fate my melaicholy walk ordain'd, | 

Forbid Self- love tſelf to flatrer there. * 

How oft I zaz'd propheticaily ſad 

How oft 1 ſaw her dead, while yet in ſmiles! 

In ſmiles ſhe ſunk her grief to leflen mine: 

She ſpoke me comfort, and increas'd my pain 

Like pow'rful armies, trenching at a town, 

By flow and tile: it, but reſiſtleſs, ſap, 

In his pale progreſs gently gaining ground, 

Death urg'd his deadly ſiege; in ſpite of art, 

Of all the balmy bleſhngs Nature lends 

To ſuccour frail humanity. - Ye Stars! 

(Not now firſt made familiar to my fight) 

And thou, O Moon! bear witneſs: many a night 

He tore the pillow from beneath my hcad, 

Ty'd down my fore attention to the ſhock | 

By ceaſeleſs depredations on a life 1 

Dearer than that he left me. Dreadful poſt 

Of obſervation! darker ev*ry hour! 

Leſs dread the day that drove me to the brink, 

And pointed out eternity below, 

When my ſoul ſhudder'd at futurit 73 | 

When, on a moment's point th”? der tant dye 

Of 1.fe and death ſpun donbtful, ere it fell, d 

And turn'd vp life, my title to more woe. IF 

But why more woe? More comfort let it be. | 

Nothing is dead but that which with'd to die; 

Nothing is dead but wretchedneſs and pain ; 

Nothing. is dead but what incumber'd, gall'd, zal 

a Block'd up the paſt, and barr'd from re al life. Aud 
Where dwells that wiſh moſt ardent of the wile? ) m 
Joo dark the ſun to ſee it bigheſt ſtars Vith 
Joo low to reach it; Death, great death alone, BY 
Oer pars the fun triumphant, lands us there, i 

Nor d reagtul our traißtiog, tho? the mind, 

An artit at creating ſelf-alarms, 1 
Rich in ee e for inquietude, | 
Is prone to paint it dreadful. Who can take of 
Deach's portrait true? the tyrant never fat. Dr 
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ſcetch all random ſtrokes, conjecture all; 


e ſhuts the grave, nor tells one ſingle tale. 


ith and his image rifing in the brain 


r faint reſemblance; never are alike; 

r ſhakes the pencil; Fancy loves exceſs; 

rk Ignorance is lavith of her thades; 

nd theſe the formidable picture draw. 

Put grant the worſt, 'tis paſt ; new proſpects riſe, 
d drop a veil eternal o'er her tomb. 

roth. er views our contemplation cla! m, 


s that o erpav the rigours of our life; 


ews that ſuſpend our agonies in death. 


rapt in the thought of immortality, 


tin the ſingle, the triumphant thought! 
ng + life might lapſe, age unperceiv'd come on, 
d ind the foul untfated with her theme. 
ature, proof, importance, fire my ſong, 


that my ſong could emulate my foul ! 


ke her, immortal. No!—the ſoul difdains 


ma rk bog mean; far nobler hope inflames 
endleſs ages can outweigh an hour, 

not the laurel, but the palm, inſpire. 
Ihy nature, Immortality, who knows? 


4 yet who knows it not? It is but life 


7 1 
Nr 
* * 


itronger thread ef brighter colour ſpun, 

d {pun for ever; dipt by cruel Fate 

stygian dye, how black, how brittle, here! 
Hort our cor rreſponde! ice with the ſun! 

l while it laſts in glorious! Our beſt dee ds, 


Je waiting in their weight! Our higheſt joys, 


1! cordials to ſupport us in our pain, 


Aud give us ſtrength to ſuffer. But how great 


) mingle int'reſt, converſe amities, 

all the ſons of reaſon, ſcatter'd wide 
Y habitable ſpace, wherever born, 
ger endow'd ! To live free citizens 
 Wiverſal nature; to lay hold, 


more than teeble faith, on the Supreme! 


call! heav'n's rich unfathomable mines 
£5 which ſupport archangels in their ſtate) 
Fon! to rife in ſcience as in bliſs, 
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Initiate in the ſecrets of the ſkies ! 

To read creation; read its mighty plan 

In the bare boſom of the Deity ! 

The plan and execution to collate? 

To ſee, before each glance of piercing thought 
All cloud, all ſhadow, blown remote, and leave 
No myſtery—but that of love divine, 

Which lifts us on the ſeraph's flaming wing, 
From earth's aceldama, this feld of blood, 

Of inward anguiſh, and of outward ill, 

From darkneſs and from duſt, to ſuch a ſcene! 
Love's element! true jov's illuſtrious home 


4444.4. 


Bleſs'd abſolution of our blackeſt hour! 
Lorenzo, theſe are thoughts that make man, man 

The wiſe illumine, aggrandize the great, 

How great (while yet we tread the kindred clo, 

And ev'ry moment fear to fink beneath 

The clod we tread, ſoon trodden by our ſons) 

How great, in the wild whirl of time's purſuits, 

To ſtop, and gauſe; involv'd high preſage 

Ihro' the long viſto of a thouſand years, 

To ſtand contemplating our diftaat ſelves, 

As in a magnifying mirror ſeen, 

Enlarg'd, ennobled, elevate, divine ! 

To propheſy our own futurities! 

To gaze in thought on what all thought tranſcens: 

To talk, with fellow candidates, of joys 

As far beyond conception as deſert, 

Ourſelves th' aſtoniſh'd talkers and the tale! 
Lorenzo, ſwells thy boſom at the thought? 

The ſwell becomes thee: 'tis an honeſt pride. 

Revere thy ſelf,—and yer thyſelf deſpiſe. 

His nature no man can o'er-rate, and none 

Can under-rate his merit, Take good heed, 


21. by 


Nor there be modeſt where thou ſhould? be proud; 


T hat almoſt univerſal error ſhun. 

How juſt our pride, when we behold ti ofe heights! 
Not thofe Ambition paints in air, but thoſe 
Reaſon points out, and ardeat Virtue gains, 
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And angels emulate. Our pride how juſt! 
E When mount we? when theſe ſhackles caſt ? when quit 
his cell of the creation? this ſmall neſt, 


97 


Stuck in a corner of the univerſe, 
* rapt up in fleecy cloud and fine- ſpun air? 


ne- pun to ſenſe, but groſs and feculent 
To ſouls celeſtial ; ſouls ordain'd to breathe 


EAmbrofial gales, and drink a parer MY 


Greatly triumphant on Time's farther ſhore, 


Where virtue reigns, enrich'd with full arrears, 
While Pomp imperial begs an alms of Peace. 
lu empire high, or in proud ſcience deep, 

Ne born of Earth! on what can you confer, 
Wich half the dignity, with half the gain, 

The guſt, the glow, of rational delight, 

MW: this theme, which angels praiſe and ſhare? 


Ian's fates and favours are a theme in heav'n. 
| Wh at wretched repetition cloys us here ? 

hat periodic potions for the ſick ! 
Giſtemper'd bodies! and diſtemper'd minds! 

an eternity what ſcenes ſhall ſtrike! 
Iventures thicken! novelties ſurpriſe! 
hat webs of wonder ſhall unravel there! 
hat full day pour on all the paths of heav'n, 
dd light th* Almighty's footſteps in the deep! 
bi ſhall the blefled day of our diſcharge 
rind, at once, the labyrinths of Fate, 
Id ſtraighten its inextricable maze ! 
Wt inextinguiſhable thirſt in man 
IKnow how rich, how full, our banquet there 
re, not the moral world alone unfolds ; 
world material, lately ſeen in ſhades, 

in thoſe ſhades by fragments only ſeen, 
ſeen thoſe fragments by the lab'ring eye, 
roken, then, illuſtrious and entire, 
ple ſphere, its univerſal frame, 

I Gmenfions, ſwells to the ſurvey, 

enters, at one glance, the raviſh'd fight. 
7 ſome ſuperior point (where who can tell ? 

it "tis a point where gods reſide) 

bell the ſtranger man's illumin'd eye, 
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In the vaſt ocean of unbounded ſpace, 
Behold an infinite of floating worlds 
Divide the cryftal waves of ether pure, 
8 In endleſs voyage, without port? I he leaſt 
f Of theſe diſſeminated orbs how great! 
| Great as they are, what numbers theſe ſurpaſs, 
Huge as leviathan to that ſmall race, 
Thoſe twinkling multitudes of little life, 
He ſwallows unperceiv'd! Stupendous theſe ; 
Yet what are theſe ſtupendous to the Whole? 
3 As particles, as atoms II- perceiv'd; 
ö As circulating globules in our veins 
| So vaſt the p! Jan. Fecundity divine! 
| E--nbyrant ſource! perhaps I wrong thee ſtill. 
If admirat:on 1s a ſource of joy, 
| What tranſport hence! yet this the leaſt in heav':, 
N What this to that illaftrious robe he wears, 
Who toſs'd this maſs of wonders from his hand 
| | A ſpecimen, an carneſt of his pow'r ? 
it 1 *Tis to that glory, whence all glory flows, 
As the mead's meaneſt flow'ret to the ſun 
Which gave it birth. But what this ſun of heav'n? 


This bliſs fupreme of the ſupremely bleſt? 

4 Death, only death, the queſtion can reſolve, | 
* FF By death cheap bought th” ideas of our joy; #$ 
N Jhe bare ideas! ſolid happineſs If 

11 do diſtant from i its ſhadow chac'd below. 1 
= 11 0 And chace we fill the phanto m thro? the fre, = 
1 11 O'er bog, and brake, and precipice, till deat!. 1 
| | And toil we ſ{t:11 for ſublunary pay? F. 
; | [ Defy the dangers of the field and flood, 1 
| 1 Or, ſpide1 r-like, . out our precious all, 0 
I Our more than vitals ſpin (if nv regard = 

"8 i To great futurity) in curious webs * 
N | Of ſubtle thought and exquiſite defign, Le 
| (Five netw ork. of the brain!) to catch a fiy ! i] 

| The momentary buz of vain renown ! 1] 
| A name! a mortal immortality ! AY 
| | Or (meaner ſtil!) inſtead of graſping air, 1h 
| For ſordid lucre plunge we in the mire ? ( 


Drudge, ſweat, thro? ev'ry ſhame, for ev'ry gat. 
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For vile contaminating traſh; throw up 
Our hope in heav'n, our dignity with man, 
And deify the dirt matur'd to gold? 
Ambition, Av'rice, the two dæmons theſe 
Which goad thro? ev*ry ſlough our human herd, 
Hard-travell'd from the cradle to the grave. 
How low the wretches ſtood ! how ſteep they climb! 
heſe demons burn mankind, but moſt poſleſs 
Lorenzo's boſom, and tum out the ſkies, 
Is it in time to hide creriiity ? 
And why not in an atom on the ſhore 
To cover ocean? or a niote the tun? 
3lory and wealth! have they this blinding pow'r ! 
What if to them I prove Lorenzo blind? 
Would it ſurprize thee? Be thou then farpris'd; 
Thou neither Know'ſt: their nature learn from me. 
Mark well, as foreign as theſe ſubjects ſeem, 
What cloſe connection ties them to my theme, 
Firſt, what is true ambition? 1he purſuit 
Of zlory nothing leſs than man can ſhare, 
Were they as vain as gaudy-minded man, 
As flatulent with fumes of telf-applanſe, 
Their arts and conqueſts animals might boaſt, 
And claim their laurel crowns as well as we, 
But not celeſtial, Here we ftand alone; 
As in our form, diſtinct, pre-eminent ; 
If prone in thought, our ſtature is our ſhame 
And man ſhould bluſh, his forehead meets the ſkies, 
! be viſible and preſeat are for brutes, 
A ſlender portion! and a narrow bound! 
1lefe, Rea'on, with an energy divine, 
Cerleaps, and claims the future and uuſeen ! 
ihe vaſt unſeen ! the future fathomleſs! 


Leaving groſs Nature's ſediments below, 
ben, and then only, Adam's oitspring quits 
lhe ſage and hero of the fields and woods, 
Alerts his rauk, and riſes into man, 
Ihis is ambition: this is human fire. 
Can parts or place (two bold pretenders') make 
Lorenzo great, and pluck him from the throng ? 
F 2 
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Genius and art, ambition's boaſted wings, 
Our boaſt but ill deſerve. A feeble aid! 
Dedalian Engin'ry ! If theſe alone 
Aſſiſt our flight, fame's flight is glory”s fall. 
Heart-merit wanting, mount we ne'er fo high, 
Our height is but the gibbet of our name. 

A celebrated wretch when I behold, 

When ] behold a genius bright, and baſe, 

Ot tow 'r ing talents, and terreſtrial aims; 

Methinks 1 ſee, as thrown trom her high ſphere, 

Ihe glorious fragments of a {ou} immortal, 
With rubbiſh mix'd, and gutt'ring in the duſt, 


Struck at the ſplendid, melancholy fight, 
At once compathon ſott, and cavy, riſe 'F 
But wherefore envy? Talents angel-bright, 
{i wanting worth, are {hining inſtruments 7 
In falſe ambition's hand, to finith faults | E 
Illuftrious, and give intamy renown. = 
Great ill is an atchievement of great pow'rs: 50 
Plain ſenſe but rarely leads us far aſtray. 1 
Reaſon the means, affections chooſe our end; VT 
Means have no merit, if our end amiſs. 41 
If wrong our hearts, our heads are right in vain; 7. 
What is a Pelham's head to Pelham's heart! 7 
Hearts are proprietors of all applauſe. F 
Right ends and means make wiſdom: Worldly-wiſe 7 
Is but half-witted, at its higheſt praiſe, 7 
Let genius then deſpair to make thee great; A 
Nor flatter ſtation. What is ſtation high? 4 
*[is a proud mendicant; it boaſts, and begs; | A 


It begs an alms of homage from the throng, 
And oft the throng denies its charity. 
Monarchs, and minifters, are awful names ; 
Whoever wear them, challenge our devoir. 
Religion, public order, both exact 

External homage, and a ſupple knee, 

To beings pompouſly ſet up, to ſerve 

The meaneſt flave ; all more is merit's due, 
Her ſacred and inviolable right ; 

Nor ever paid the monarch, but the man. 
Our hearts ne'er bow but to ſnperior worth; 
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Nor ever fail of their allegiance there, 
Fools, indeed, drop the man in their account, 
And vote the mantle into majeſty. 
Let the ſmall ſavage boaſt his ſilver fur; 
His royal robe unborrow'd, and unbought, 
His own, deſcending fairly from his fires. 
Shall man be proud to wear his livery, 
And ſouls in ermine ſcorn a ſoul without? 
Can place or leſſen us, or aggrandize ? 
Pigmies are pigmies ſtill, tho? perch'd on Alps; 
And pyramids are pyramids in vales. 
Each man makes his own ſtature, builds himſelf : 
Virtue aloae out-builds the pyramids ; 
Her monuments ſhall laſt, when Egypt's fall. 
Of theſe ſure truths doſt thou demand the cauſe? 
The cauſe is lodg'd in immortality. 

Hear, and aſſent. Thy boſom burns for pow'r ; 
What (tation charms thee? I'll inſtal thee there; 
is thine, And art thou greater than before? 
Ihen thou before waſt ſomething leſs than man. 

Has thy new poſt betray'd thee into pride? 
that treach'rous pride betrays thy dignity ; 
ET hat pride defames humanity, and calls 
The being mean, which ſtaffs or ſtrings can raiſe, 
That pride, like hooded hawks, in darkneſs ſoars, 
From blindneſs bold, and tow'ring to the ſkies. 
is born of ignorance, which knows not man: 
An angel's ſecond; nor his ſecond long, 
Vero quitting his imperial throne, 
And courting glory from the tinkling ſtring, 
Bit faintly ſhadows an immortal ſoul, 
With empire's ſelf, to pride, or rapture fir d. 
Frodler motives miniſter no cure, 
Wa vanity forbids thee to be vain. 
High worth is elevated place: Tis more; 
makes the poſt ſtand candidate for thee; 
Ales more than monarchs, makes an honeſt man; 
Do no exchequer it commands, tis wealth; 


Bd tho" it wears no ribband, 'tis renown 
Vorn, that would not quit thee, tho? diſgrac d, 
Nor leave thee pendent on a maſter's ſmile. 
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Other ambition nature interdicts ; 
Nature proclaims it moſt abſurd in man, 

By pointing at his origin, and end; 

Milk and a ſwathe, at firſt his whole demand; 
His whole domain, at laſt, a turf or ſtone ; 

Jo whom, between, a world may ſeem too ſmall. 

Souls truly great, dart forward on the wing 

Of juſt ambition, to the grand reſult, 

The curtain's fall; there, ſee the buſkin'd chief 
Unſhod behind this momentary ſcene; 
Reduc'd to his own ſtature, low or high, 

As vice, or virtue, finks him, or ſublimes ; 

And laugh at this fantaſtic mummery, 

This antic prelude of groteſque events, 

Where dwarfs are often tilted, and betray 

A littleneſs of ſoul by worlds o'er-run, 

And nations laid in blood. Dread ſacrifice 


To chriſtian pride! which had with horror ſhock 


The darkeſt pagans, offer'd to their gods. 

O thon moſt chriſtian enemy to peace? 
Again in arms? again provoking fate: 
7 hat prince, and that alone, is truly great, 
Who draws the ſword reluctant, gladly ſheaths ! 
On empire builds what empire far outweighs, 
And makes his throne a ſcaffold to the ſkies. 
Why this ſo rare? Becauſe forgot of all 
The day of death; that venerable day, 


Which fits as judge; that day which ſhall pro10 


On all our days, abſolve them, or condemn. 

Lorenzo, never ſhut thy thought againſt it 

Be levees ne'er ſo full, afford it room, 

And give it audience in the cabinet. 

That friend conſulted (flatteries apart) 

Will tel] the fair, if thou art great or mean. 
10 doat on aught may leave ns, or be left, 

Is that ambition? Then let flames deſcend, 

Point to the centre their inverted ſpires, 

And learn humiliation from a ſoul, 

Which boaſts her lineage from celeſtial fire. 

Yet theſe are they the world pronounces wiſc ; 


The world, which cancels nature's right aud wr9"! 
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And caſts new wiſdom: Ev'n the grave man lends f 
His ſolemn face to countenance the coin. ji. 
Wiſdom for parts is madneſs for the whole. — 
{his ſtamps the paradox, and gives us leave , 
o call the wiſeſt weak, the richeſt poor, . 


The mot ambitious, unambitious, mean; 
I triumph, mean; and abject on a throne. 
Nothing can make it leſs than mad in man, 

To put forth all his ardour, all his art, 

And give his ſoul her ful! unbounded flight, 

hut reaching him, who gave her wings to fly, 

Wen blind ambition quite miſtakes her road, 

And downward pores, for that which ſhines above, 

Subſtantial happineſs, and true renown, 

hen, Uke an idiot gazing on the brook, 

We leay at ftars, and faſten in the mud; 

At glory graſp, and fink in infamy. _ 

Ambition! pow'rful ſource of good and ill! | 
Thy firength in man, like length of wing in birds, | 
When diſengag'd from earth, with greater eaſe, 
And ſwifter flight, tranſports us to the ſkies : 
Þy toys entangled, or in gnilt bemir'd, 

It turas a curſe; it is our chain, and ſcourge, 
In this dark dungeon, where confin'd we lie, » 8 
Cloſe-grated by the ſordid bars of ſenſe ; 
All proſpect of eternity ſhut out; 

And, but for execution, ne'er ſet free. 41 

With error in ambition juſtly charg'd, 

Find we Lorenzo wiſer in his wealth? 

What if thy rental I reform ; and draw 

An inventory new to ſet thee right? 

Where, thy true treaſure; Gold ſays, © not in me:“ 

And, “ not in me,” the Diamond. Gold is poor 

India's infolvent: ſeek it in thyſelf, 
ek in thy naked ſelf, and find it there ; 

n being ſo deſcended, form'd, endow'd; 
Nyborn, ſky-guided, ſky-returning race! 

Trect, immortal, rational, divine! ö 
1. ſenſes, which inherit earth, and heav'ns; 
Eno the various riches nature yields; 

Fa nobler; give the riches they enjoy; 
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Give taſte to fruits, and harmony to groves; 
Their radiant beams to gold, and gold's bright fire: f 

Take in, at once, the landſcape of the world, \ 

At a ſmall inlet, which a grain might cloſe, ( 

10 

8 


- 
gms econ Ac SIIms - . 


— — 24. 
. 
ads 


And half-create the wond'rous world they ſee. 
Our ſenſes, as our reaſon, are divine. 
But for the magic organ's pow'rful charm, 
Earth were a rude, uncolour'd chaos, ſtill. 
Objects are but th* occaſion! ours th' exploit; 
Ours is the cloth, the pencil, and the paint, 
Which nature's admirable picture draws, 
And beautiſies creation's ample dome. 
Like Milton's Eve, when gazing on the lake, 
Man makes the matchleſs image, man admires. 
Say then, ſhall man, his thoughts all ſent abroad 1 
(Superior wonders in himſelf forgot) N 
is admiration waſte on objects round, Im 
When heav'n makes him the ſoul of all he ſees? 
Abſurd! not rare! ſo great, ſo mean, is man. 
What wealth in ſenſes ſuch as theſe ! What wealth 
In fancy, fir'd to form a fairer ſcene 
"Than ſenſe ſurveys! In memory's firm record, NJ 
Which, ſhovld it periſh, could this world rec. 1 ll 
From the dark ſhadows of o'erwhelming years! 
in colours freſh, originally bright, 
Preſerve its portrait, and report its fate ! 
What wealth in intellect, that ſov'reign pow'r ! Nen 
Which ſenſe, and faucy, ſummons to the bar; Ho: 
Interrogates, approves, or reprehends WI 
And from the maſs thoſe underlings import, Do 
From their materials ſifted and refin'd, Lear: 
And in truth's balance accurately weigh'd, 
Forms art, and ſcience, government, and laws; 
The ſolid baſis, and the beauteous frame, 
The vitals and the grace of civil life! . 
And manners (ſad exception!) ſet aſide, dn 
Strikes out, with maſter-hand, a copy fair he p 
Of his idea, whoſe indulgent thought, Nhoſe 
Long, long, ere chaos teem'd, plann'd human bliſs. Tone 
What wealth in ſouls that ſoar, dive, range around) Bo sec! 
Diſdaining limit, or from place, or time; Te 
And hear at once, in thought extenſive, hear, 8 
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TH almighty fiat, and the trumpet's ſound! 
Bold, on creation's outſide walk, and view 
What was, and is, and more than e'er thall be; 
Commanding, with omnipoteace of thought, 
Creation's new in fancy's field to rife! 
Souls, that can graſp whate*er th' Almighty made, 
And wander wild thro? things impoſſible! 
What wealth, in faculties of endleſs growth, 
In quenchleſs paſſions violeat to crave, 
In liberty to chooſe, in pow'r to reach, 
And in duration (how thy riches riſe! ) 
Duration to perpetuate—boundleſs bliſs! 

Ak you, what pow'r reſides in feeble man 
That bliſs to gain? Is virtue, then, unknown? 
Virtue, our preſent peace, our future prize. 
Man's unprecarious, natural eſtate, 
Improveable at will, in virtue lies! 
Its teaure fre; its income is divine. 

High-built abundance, heap on heap! for what? 
To breed new wants and beggar us the more! 


Lice rubbith from diſplodiug engines thrown, 
ur magazines of hoarded trifles fly; 
Fl” diverſe ; fly to foreigners, to foes; 
Ney maſters court, and call the former fools 
Ho juſtly !) for dependence on their ſtay. 
Wule catter, firft, our play-things; then, our duſt, 
Volt court abundance for the ſake of peace? 
Tarn, and lament thy ſelf-defeated ſcheme: 
ches enable to be richer ſtill; | 
And, richer (till, what mortal can reſiſt? 
Ius wealth (a cruel taſk-maſter /) injoins 
Wet; toils, ſucceeding toils, an endlets train! 
4 murders peace, which irft taught it to ſhine, 
Wc poor are half as wretched as the rich; 
Noſe proud and painful privilege it is, 
oc, to bear a double load of woe; 
Peel the ſtings of envy, and of want, 
::5:c0us want! both Indies cannot cure, 
| ND | 5 
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A competence is vital to content, 
Much wealth is corpulence, if not diſcaſe; 
Sick, or incumber'd, is our happineſs. 
A competence is all we can enjoy. 
O be content, where heav'n can give no more! 
More, like a flaſh of water from a lock, 
Quickens our ſpirit's movement for an hour; 
But ſoon its force is ſpent, nor riſe our joys 
Above our native temper's common ſtream. 
Hence diſappointment lurks in ev'ry prize, 
As bees in flow'rs, and ſtings us with ſucceſs, 
The rich man, who denies it, proudly feigns ; 
Nor Knows the wiſe are privy to the lie. 
Much learning ſhews how little mortals know; 
Much wealth, how little worldlings can enjoy: 
At beſt, it babies us with endleſs toys, 
And keeps us children till we drop to duſt, 
As monkies at a mirror ſtand amaz'd, 
They fail to find what they ſo plainly ſee ; 
1 hus men, in ſhining riches, ſee the face 
Of happineſs, nor know it as a ſhade, 
But gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep again, 
And wiſh, and wonder it is abſent ſtill, 
How few can reſcue opulence from want! 
Who lives to Nature rarely can be poor; 
Who lives to Fancy, never can be rich. 
Poor is the man in debt; the man of gold, 
Ja debt to Fortune, trembles at her pow'r. 
The man of reaſon ſmiles at her, and death. 
O what a patrimony this! A being 
Of ſuch inherent ſtrength and majeſty, 
Not worlds poſſeſt can raiſe it; worlds deſtroy'd 
Can't injure; which holds on its glorious courſe, 
When thine, O Nature! ends; too bleſt to mourn 
Creation's obſequies. What treaſure this; 
The monarch is a beggar to the man. 
IMMORTAL! Ages paſt, yet nothing cone! 
Morn without eve! a race without a goal ; 
Unſhorten'd by progreſſion infinite ! 
Futurity for ever future! Life 
Beginning ſtill, where computation ends! 
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is the deſcription of a deity ! 

is the deſcription of the meaneſt ſlave : 

The meaneſt flave dares then Lorenzo ſcorn 
The meaneſt ſlave thy ſovereign glory ſhares. 
Proud youth! faſtidious of the lower world! 
Man's lawful pride includes humility ; 

- Stoops to the loweſt; is too great to find 
Inferiors; all immortal! Brothers all! 
Proprietors eternal of thy love. 

Immortal! What can ftrike the ſenſe ſo ſtrong, 

As this the ſoul? It thunders to the thought; 
Reaſon amazes ; gratitude o*erwhelms ; 
No more we ſlumber on the brink of fate ; 
Rous'd at the ſound, th” exulting ſoul aſcends, 
And breathes her native air ; an air that feeds 
Ambitions high, and fans ethereal fires; 
Quick-kindles all that is divine within us, 

Nor leaves one loit'ring thought beneath the ſtars. 

Has not Lorenzo's boſom caught the flame ? 
Inmortal! Were but one immortal, how 
Would others envy! How would thrones adore ! 
EB: cauſe *tis common, is the bleſſing loſt? 
Ho this ties up the bounteous hand of heav'n! 
0 vain, vain, vain! all elſe !—Erternity! 
A glorious, and a needful refuge, that 
From vile impriſonment in abject views. 
Elis immortality, 'tis that alone, 
Amid life's pains, abaſements, emptineſs, 
Nhe foul can comfort, elevate, and fill. 
That only, and that amply, this performs ; 
Litts us above life's pains, her joys above; 
Tbeir terror thoſe; and theſe their luſtre loſe ; 
Wicriity depending covers all; 
Tieraity depending all atchieves; 
Wet earth at diſtance; caſts her into ſhades ; 
W£uds her diſtinctions; abrogates her pow'rs; 
W he low, the lofty, joyous, and ſevere, 
Pituae's dread frowns, and faſcinating ſmiles, 
e one promiſcuous and neglected heap 
Te man beneath; if 1 may call him man, 
hom immortality's full force inſpites, 
j F 6 
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Nothing terreſtrial touches his high thought! 

Suns ſhine unſeen, and thunders roll unheard, | 

By minds quite conſcious of their high deſcent, 

Their preſent province, and their future prize; 

Divinely darting upward ev'ry wiſh, 

Varm on the wing, in glorious abſence loſt, 
Doubt you this truth? Why labours your bel! 

If earth's whole orb, by ſome due diſtant eye 

Were ſeen at once, her tow'ring Alps would fink. 

And levePd Atlas leaves an even ſphere. 

Thus earth, and all that earthly minds admire, 

Is (wallow'd in Eteraity's vaſt round. 

To that ſtupendous view, when ſouls awake, 

So large of late, ſo mountainous to man, 

Time's toys ſubſide; and equal all below. 
Enthufliaſtic, this? then all are weak, 

Put rank enthußaſts. Jo this godlike height 

Some ſouls have ſoar'd; or martyrs ne*er had bit 

And all may do, what has by man been done. 

Who, beaten by theſe ſublunary ſtorms, 

Boundleſs, interminable joys can weigh, 4 

Uaraptur'd, nnexalted, uninflam'd? 

What ſlave unbleſt, who from to- morrow's dawn 

Expects an empire? He for gets his chain, 

And, thron'd in thought, his abſent ſceptre wave 
And what a ſceptre waits us! what a throne! 

Her own immenſe appointments to compute, \ 

Or comprehend her high prerogatives, A 

In this her dark minority, how toils, c 

How vainly pants the human foul divine! 7 

Joo great the bounty ſeems for earthly joy: 

What heart but trembles at ſo ſtrange a bliis? 

In ſpite of all the truths the muſe has ſung, 

Ne'er to be priz'd enough enough revoly'd ! 

Are there who wrap the world ſo cloſe about the 

They fee no farther than the clouds? and dance 

On heedleſs Vanity's fantaſtic toe, 

Till, ſtumbling at a ſtraw, in their career, 

Headlong they plunge, where end both dance and .9% 

Are there, Lorenzo? Is it poſhble? 

Are there on earth (let me not call them men) 
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"4:9 lodge a ſoul immortal in their breaſts; 
{(-:c:(cious as the mountain of its ore; 
0. ck, of its ineſtimable gem? 


-ocks ſhalt melt, and mountains vaniſh, theſe 
ov their treaſure; treaſure, then, no more. 
here (ſtill more amazing!) who reſiſt 
ig thought? who ſmother, in its birth, 
rious truth? who ſtruggle to be brutes? 
o' this boſom- barrier burſt their way; 
th revers'd ambition, ſtrive to fink? 
our downwards thro? th? oppoſing pow'rs 
I, reaſon, and the world againſt them, 
hopes, and ſhelter in the ſhock 
s Night? Night darker than the grave! 
Wh t the proofs of immortality ! 
vt rid zeal, and execrable arts, 
their engines, level their black fires, 
| rom man this attribute divine, | 
A tal blood far dearer to the wiſe) 
F ers, and rank atheiſts to themſelves ? ! 
| itradict them, ſee all nature riſe; 
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N ect, what event, the moon beneath, f 

es, or endears, an after- ſcene? | : 
1 n proves, or weds it to Deſ re! ; 
-- .:. 5 proclaim it needful ; ſome advance N 
% ious ſtep beyond, and prove it ſure. 
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. ad arguments ſwarm round my pen, 
} v'n, and earth, and man. Indulge a few, 3&1 
2 2, az her common habit, worn; | 
: 2 Providence a truth to teach, 
uth untaught, all other truths were vain. 
! whoſe all-providential eye ſurveys, 
nd directs, whoſe ſpirit fills and warms 
and holds empire far beyond! 
$ inhabitant auguſt ! 
*v ternities amazing Lord? 
ere man's, or angel's had begun; 
e I reſcue from the foe's aſſault 
2110us immortality in man: 
bor ſ ever, and for all, of weight, 
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| | Of moment infinite! but reliſh'd moſt E 
14. By thoſe who love thee moſt, who moſt adore. ] 
14 Nature, thy daughter, ever-changing birth 5 
Pp. Of thee the great Immutable, to man 4 
| 4 Speaks wiſdom ; is his oracle ſupreme z 4 
1 And he who moſt conſults her, is moſt wiſe. 
IF Lorenzo, to this heav'nly Delphos haſte ; J 
It And come back all-immortal ; all-divine : Þ 
15 Look Nature thro', 'tis revolution all; E 
| Hh All change, no death. Day follows night; and nig! 4 
1 The dying day; ſtars riſe, and ſet, and riſe; £ 
. Earth takes th? example, See the Summer gay, © 
Þ With her green chaplet, and ambroſial flow'rs, | " 
| 0 Droops into pallid Autumn: Winter grey, | 6 
14 Horrid with froſt, and turbulent with ſtorm, . 
HE | Blows Autumn, and his golden fruits, away : ” 
} g Then melts into the Spring: Soft Spring, with breath d; 
_ Las Favonian, from warm chambers of the ſouth, * 
| | | Ji Recals the firſt . All, to re- flouriſh, fades. 1 
| p, | 1 As in a wheel, all ſinks, to re-aſcend, d. 
| Emblems of Man, who paſſes, not expires. A 
11 With this minute diſtinction, emblems juſt, 7 
1 Nature revolves, but man advances ; both _ en. 
11 Eternal, that a circle, this a line; * 
11 That gravitates, this ſoars. 1h' aſpiring ſoul * 
1 Ardent, and tremulous, like flame, aſcends; a. 
13 Zeal, and humility, her wings to Heav'n. , 


* 
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All dies into new life. Life born from Death 

Rolls the vaſt maſs, and ſhall for ever roll. 

No ſingle atom, once in being, loſt, 

With change of counſel charges the moſt High. 
What hence infers Lorenzo? Can it be? 

Matter immortal? And ſhall ſpirit die? 

Above the nobler, thall leſs noble riſe ? 

( Shall man alone, for whom all elſe revives, 

| No reſurrection Know ? Shall man alone, 

Imperial man! be ſown in barren ground, 
Leſs privileg'd than grain, on which he feeds 
Is man, in whom alone is pow'r to prize 


: 

1 : 
1 ö l The world of matter, with its various forms, 
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The bliſs of being, or with previous pain 


Deplore its period, by the ſpleen of Fate, 41 
Severely doom'd Death's fingle unredeem'd ? if 
If Nature's revolution ſpeaks aloud, " 


In her gradation, hear her louder till. 
Look Nature thro', *tis neat gradation all. 
by what minute degrees her ſcale aſcends! 
Each middle Nature join'd at each extreme, 
Jo that above it join'd to that beneath. | 
Parts, into parts reciprocally ſhot, j 
Ablor divorce : What love of union reigns! | 
Here, dormant matter waits a call to life; + 
Half-life, half death, join there; here, life and ſenſe ; 
There, ſenſe from reaſon ſteals a glimm'ring ray; | 
Reaſon ſhines out in man. But how preſerv'd, | 
The chain unbroken upward, to the realms 
Of incorporeal life? thoſe realms of bliſs, fi 
EW cre Death hath no dominion? Grant a make 41 
Half-mortal, half- immortal; earthy, part; 4.4 
And part ethereal ; grant the ſoul of man 
Eternal; or in man the ſeries ends. 
Wide yawns the gap; connection is no more; 
ECheck'd Reaſon halts; her next ſtep wants ſupport; 
driving to climb, ſhe tumbles from her ſcheme; 
A ſcheme Analogy pronounc'd ſo true; 
Analogy, man's ſureſt guide below. 
Thus far, all Nature calls on thy belief. 
And will Lorenzo, careleſs of the call, 
Falſe atteſtation on all nature charge, 
Rather than violate his league with Death ? 
ERenounce his reaſon, rather than renounce 
The duſt belov'd, and run the riſk of Heav'n? 
D what indignity to deathleſs ſouls! 
EV bat treaſon to the majeſty of man p 
0 mau immortal! Hear the lofty ſtyle: 
io decreed, th* Almighty will be done. 
I et earth diflotve, yon pond rous orbs deſcend, 
and grind us into duſt: J he ſoul is ſafe; 
he man emerges; mounts above the wreck, 
As towring flame from Nature's fun'ral pyre: 
Oer dey aftation, as 2 gainer, {miles 
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« His charter, his inviolable rights, 
& Well-pleas'd to learn from I hunder's impotence, 
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6 Death's pointleſs darts, and Hell's defeated ftorm;,” 


But theſe chimeras touch not thee, Lorenzo! 
The glories of the world, thy ſev*utold ſhield, 
Other ambition than of crowas in air, 

And ſuperlunary felicities, 

Thy boſom warm. I'll cool it, if I can; 

And turu thoſe glories that enchant, againſt thee, 
What ties thee to this life, proclaims the next. 
If wiſe, the cauſe that wounds thee is thy cure, 

Come, my ambitious! let us mount together 
(To mount Lorenzo never can refule) ; 

And from the clouds, where Pride delights to dwell, 
Look down on earth.—+\ hat ſeeſt thou? Wond'rous 
Terreſtrial wonders, that eclipſe the tkies. 
What lengths of labour'd lands! what loaded ſcas 
Loaded by men, for pleaſurg, wealth, or war! 

Seas, winds, and planets, intY ſervice brought, 

His art acknowledge, and | romote his ends. 

Nor can th” eternal rocks his will withſtand ; 

What level'd mountains' Aud what lifted vales! 
O'er vales and mountains ſumptuous cities {weil, 
And gild our landſcape with their glitt'ring ſpifes. 
Some mid the wand'ring waves majeſtic rite z 

And Neptune holds a mirror to their charms. 

Far greater fill! \, what cannot mortal might?) 

See wide dominions raviin'd from the deep 

The narrow'd deep with indignation foams. 

Or ſouthward tur:;, to delicate, and grand; 

The nner arts there ripen iu the ſun. 

How the tall temples, as to meet their gods, 
Aſcend the ikies! the proud triumphal arch 

Shews us halt Heav*n beneath its ample bend, 
High thro' mid ar, | ere, fireams are taught to tos; 
Whole rivers, there, lay'd by in baſois, flecp. 
Here, plains tur oceans; there, vaſt oceans join 
Thro' kingdoms chaunel'd deep from thore to ſhoe; 
And chang'd Creatio. takes its tace from man. 
Beats thy brave breaſt for formidable ſcenes, 
Where fame and empire wait upou the ſword; 
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zee fields in blood; hear naval thuaders riſe ; 
Britannia's voice! that awes the world to peace. 
How yon enormous mole projecting breaks 
The mid-ſea furious waves! their roar amidſt, 
EDut-ſpeaks the Deity, and ſays, * O main! 
bus far, nor farther; new reſtraints obey.” 
EEirth's diſembowel'd! meaſur'd are the ſkies! 

dtars are detected in their deep receſs! 

Freation widens! vanquiſh'd Nature yields! 
er ſecrets are extorted! Art prevails! 

WV hat monument of genius, ſpirit, pow'r! 

And now, Lorenzo, raptur'd at this ſcene, 

Fuoſe glories reader Heav'n ſuperfluous ! ſay, 

I hoſe tootſteps theſe ?—Immortals have been here. 
Could leſs than ſouls immortal this have done? 
Wzrth's cover'd o'er with proofs of ſouls immortal; 
d proofs of immortality forgot. 

To flatter thy grand foible, Monfeſs, 

Wieſe are Ambition's works: and theſe are great : 

Wit this, the leaſt immortal ſouls can do: 


18 


ranſcend them all. — But what can theſe tranſcend? 
Wo! ak me, What: — One ſigh for the dittreſt. 

Dat then for intdels? A deeper ſigli. 
W's moral granduer makes the mighty man: 
os little they, who think aught great below! 
our ambitions Death defeats, but one; 
nd that it crowns.—Here ceaſe we: But, ere long, 
Pere pow'rful proof ſhall take the field againſt thee, 
Ponger than Death, and ſmiling at the tomb. 
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TO PART II. OF 


THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED, 
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S we are at war with the power, it were well 

we were at war with the manners, ot France, 
A land of levity is a land of guilt, A ſerious mind 
is the native ſoil of every virtue, and the fog 
character that does true honour to mankind. Ihe 
fouls immortality has been the favourite theue vt 
the ſerious of all ages. Nor is it ſtrange; it 51 
ſubject by far the moſt intereſting and importart 
that can enter the mind of man, Ot light! no- 
ment this ſubject always was, and always wil) be. 
Yet this its higheſt moment ſeems to admit of ut 
creaſe, at this day; a ſort of occafional- importance 
is ſupperadded to the natural weight of it; f tht 
opinion, which is advanced in the Preface to the 
preceding Night, be juſt. It is there ſuppoſed tat 
all our intidels, whatever ſcheme for argument's {ak 
and to keep themſelves in countenance, they 6 
tronize, are betrayed into their deploravle etch 
by ſome doubt of their immortality at the bortot 
And the more I conſider this point, the more 1 a 
perſuaded of the truth of that opinion. Though tit 
diſtruſt of a futurity is a ſtrange error; yet it 
error into which bad mea may naturalty be diftrefied 
For it is impoſſible. to bid defiance to in 1 
without ſome refuge in imagination, ſome prefimp 
tion of eſcape. And what preſumption is ts 
There are but two in nature; but two within d 
compaſs of human thought: and theſe arc, 
either God will not, or cannot punith, Couli 
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dine attributes, the firſt is too groſs to be di- 


our ſtrongeſt wiſhes. And, ſince Omnipo- 
s much a divine attribute as holineſs, that 
not puniſh, is as abſurd a ſuppoſition as the 
God certainly can puniſh, as long as wicked 
. In non-exiſterce, therefore, is their only 
and, conſequently, non-exiftence is their 


/-, with. And firong wiſhes have a ſtrange 


on our opinions; they bias the judgment in 


zer, almoſt incredible. And ſince on this 


of their alternative, there are ſome very 
bearances in their favour, and none at all on 
„they catch at this reed, they lay hold on 
1 nera, to ſave themſelves from the ſhock 

Yr of an immediate and abſolute deſpair. 
viewing my ſubject, by the light which this 


, and others of like tendency, throw upon 


more inclined than ever to purſue it, as it 
to me to ſtrike directly at the main root of 
- infidelity. In the following pages, it is, ac- 

„ purſtied at large; and ſome arguments 
vortality, new (at leaſt to me) are ventured 
chem. There alſo the writer has made an 

o fet the groſs abſurdities and horrors of 
ion ina fuller and more affecting view, than 
to be met with elſewhere. 

gentlemen for whoſe ſake this attempt was 


ade, profeſs great admiration for the wiſdom 


den antiquity: what pity 'tis they are not 

If they were ſincere, how would it mortity 
0» conſider, with what contempt and abhorrence 
tions would have been received, by thoſe 


" they ſo much admire? What degree of con- 


id abhorrence would fall to their ſhare, may 
jectured by the following matter of fact (in my 
extremely memorable. Of all their heathen 


7 


1.0%, Socrates. ('tis well known) was the moit 
42, diſpaſhonate, and compoſed: yet this great 
of temper was angry; and angry at his laſt 
and angry with his friend; and angry for what 
ed acknowledgment; angry, for 2 right and 
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tender inſtance of true friendſhip towards him, I: 
not this ſurpriſing? What could be the cauſe! The 
cauſe was for his honour ; it was a truly noble, though, 
perhaps, a too punctilious regard for immortality, 
for his friend aſking him, with ſuch an aftectionate 
concern as became a friend, Where he ſhould depoſt 
his remains?“ it was reſented by Socrates; as imply- 
ing a diſhonourable ſuppoſition, that he could be 
mean, as to have regard for any thing, even in himſelt, 
that was not immortal. 

This fact, well confidered, would make our infie!; 
withdraw their admiration from Socrates; or make 
them endeavour, by their imitation of this illuſtrious 
example, to ſhare his glory: and conſequently, it 
would incline them to peruſe the following pages with 
candour and impartiality : which is all I defire; and 
that, for their ſakes: for I am perinaded, that an un- 
prejudiced infidel mult, neceſſarily, receive ſome advan 
tag cous impreſſions from them. 
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'Z INFIDEL RECLAIMED: jp 
CONTAINING : 
dure, Prof, and Imſiortance of Immortality, ! 
i 
| N gives the needful, but neglected, call. l 
dt day, hat hour, but Knocks at human hearts, 
the foul to ſenſe of future ſcenes? 1 
nud, like Mercuries, in ev'ry way; f | 
4 Ay points us to our journey's end. ; 
8. 2 couldſt make immortals ; art thou dead! ") 
| „e joy: nor will T take my leave; ' 
| % follow. Man but dives in death; >| 
n the ſun, in fairer day to riſe ; f 


, his ſubterrancan road to bliſs, 
te indulgence plann'd it ſo ; 
ous parts our glorious ſtory runs; 
Wc 2105 the preface, endleſs age unrols 
ie (ne'er unroll'd) of human fate, 
arth and ſkies * already have proclaim'd. 
a prophecy of worlds to come; 
what God foretels (who ſpeak in things 
than in words) ſhall dare deny? 
arguments appear too weak, 
* leaf, aud ſtronger read in man. 
ps on, untaught by what he ſees, 


„Fight the Sixth, 


1 =_ 
r — 


THE COMPLAINT. Night YI, 


Can he prove infidel to what he feels? 

He, whoſe blind thought futurity denies, 
Unconſcious bears, Bellerophon! like thee, 
His own indictment ; he condemns himſelf; 
Who reads his boſom, reads immortal life ; 
Or, Nature, there, impoſing on her ſons, 
Has written fables; man was made a lie. 

Why diſcontent for ever harbour'd there: 

Incurable conſumption of our peace ! 

Reſolve me, why, the cottager, and King, 

He whom ſea-ſever'd realms obey, and he 
Who ſteals his whole dominion from the waſte, 
Repelliag winter blaſts with mud and ftraw, 
Diſquieted alike, draw ſigh for ſigh, 

In fate ſo diſtant, in complaint ſo near? 

Is it, that things terreſtrial can't content? 
Deep in rich paſture, will thy flocks complain 
Not ſo; but to their maſter is deny'd 
To ſhare their ſweet ſerene. Man, il! at cafe, 
In this, not his own place, this foreign field, 
Where Nature fodders him with other food 
Than was ordain'd his cravings to ſuffice, 

Poor in abundance, famiſh'd at a feaſt, 

Sighs ou for ſomething mote, when moſt enjoy'd, 
Is heav'n then kinder to thy flocks than thee? 
Not ſo; thy paſtare richer, but remote; 

In part, remote, for that remoter part 

Man bleats from inſtinct, tho', perhaps debauchd 
By ſenſe, his reaſon ſleeps, nor dreams the cauſe 
The cauſe how obvious, when his reaſon wakes! 
His grief is but his grandeur in diſguiſe ; 

And diſcontent is immortality. 

Shall ſons of ther, ſhall the blood of hear“, 
Set up their hopes on earth, and fable here, 1 
With brutal acquieſcence in the mire ? x 
Lorenzo, no! they ſhall be nobly pain'd ; F 
The glorious foreigners, diſtreſt, ſhall ſigh C- f 
On thrones; and chou congratulate the hgh; 


Man's miſery declares him born for bliſs ; 7 
His anxious heart aſſerts the truth I fing, and 


And gives the Sceptic ia his head the lie. Nan 
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N 
heads, our hearts, our paſſions, and our pow'rs, 12 
4 the ſame language! call ns to the ſkies ; 14 
= cd theſe in this inclement clime, #1 
WW >: riſe above conjecture, and miſtake ; 4 
or this land of trifles thoſe too ſtrong 90 
WW ltnous riſe, and tempeſt human life: Wi 
prize on earth can pay us for the ſtorm ? Of 
ohjects for our paſſious heav'n ordain'd, 1. 

s that challenge all their hre, and leave [. 

alt but in defect: bleſt heaven avert . 

nded ardour for uubounded bliſs ; 4 

2 bliſs unbounded ! far beneath 1 

| immortal, is a mortal joy. _ 

re our pow'rs to periſh immature; 14 

ter fceble eftort here, beneath \ 

Ahter lun, aud in a nobler ſoil, 0 
* plan ted from this ſublunary bed, Fl 
& Gourith fair, aud put forth all their bloom. 4 | 
an progreſſive, inſtinct is complete; 1＋ 
F intiact leaps; flow reaſon feebly climbs. '7 


bon their zenith reach; their little all 
nat once; iu ages they no more 
tano, or do, or covet, or enjoy. 

man to live coeval with the ſun, 
"atriarch pupil would be learning ſtill; 
lying, leave his lefloa half-unlearnt. 
perith in advance, as if the ſun 
diet ere noon, in eaſtern oceans drown'd 
with dim, illuſtrious to compare, 

s meridian, with the ſoul of man. 

why, ſtep-dame ee ſo ſevere ? 
tnrown afide thy maſter- piece half wrought, 
* meaner ettorts thy lat hand enjoy? | 
| 40rtive poor man muſt die, Þ 
French, what reach he might, why die in dread? 
curſt 1 vith foreſight? Wiſe to miſery? 

his proud prerogative the prey? 

©!5 pre-eminent in rank, than pain? 
amortality alone can tell; 
ple fund to balance all amiſs, 
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tn Me tcale in favour of the juſt! 
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| His immortality alone can ſolve +43 
KF The darkeſt of enigmas, human hope ; ©] 


| Of all the darkeſt, if at death we die. 
| # Hope, eager hope, th” aſſaſſin of our joy, 
All preſent bleſſings treading under-foot, 

Is ſcarce a milder tyrant than deſpair. 

With no paſt toils content, ſtill planning new, 

Hope turns us ver to death alone for eaſe. 

Poſſeſſion, why, more taſteleſs than purſuit ? 

| Why is a wiſh far dearer than a crown? 

17 That wiſh accompliſh'd, why, the grave of bliſs? 

T Becauſe, in the great future bury'd deep, 

Beyond our plans of empire and renown, 

Lies all that man with ardour ſhould purſue ; 

And HE who made him bent him to the right. 
Man's heart th* Almighty to the future ſets, 

By ſecret and inviolable ſprings! 

And makes his hope his ſublunary joy. 

Man's heart.eats all things, and is hungry ſtil! : 

« More, more!” the glutton cries : for ſomething tex 

So rages appetite, if man can't mount, 

He will deſcend. He ſtarves on the poſſeſt. 

Hence, the world's maſter, from ambition's ſpire, 

In Caprea plung'd; and div'd beneath the brute. 

In that rank ſty why wallow'd empire's ſon 

Supreme? Becauſe he could no higher fly ; 

His riot was ambition in deſpair. 
Old Rome conſulted birds; Lorenzo! thon, 

With more ſucceſs, the flight of hope ſurvey; 

Of reſtleſs hope, for ever on the wing. 

High perch'd o'er ev*ry thought that falcon ſits, 

To fly at all that riſes in her fight ; 

And, never ſtooping, but to mount again 

Next moment, ſhe betrays her aims miſtake, 

And owns her quarry lodg'd beyond the grave. 
There ſhould it fail us (it muſt fail us there, 

If being fails) more mournful riddles riſe, 

And virtue vies with hope in myſtery, 

Why virtue? Where its praiſe, its being fled! 

Virtue is true ſelt-intereſt purſu'd : 

What true ſelf-intereſt of quite mortal man? 
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ro cloſe with all that makes him happy here, 
It vice (as ſometimes) is our friend on earth, 
Ihen vice is virtue; 'tis our ſov'reign good. 
In ſelf-applauſe is virtue's golden prize; 

No ſelf. applau ſe attends it on thy ſcheme: 


And what is right, but means of happineſs? 
No means of happineſs when virtue yields; 
hat baſis failing, falls the building too, 
Aud lays in ruin ev'ry virtuous joy. 

The rigid guardian of a blameleſs heart, 
80 long rever'd, ſo long reputed wiſe, 
b weak; with rank Knight-errantries o'er-run. 
Muy beats thy boſom with illuſtrious dreams 
Pf ſelt-expoſure, laudable and great? 
Df gallant enterprize, and glorious death ? 
Die for thy country: thou romantic fool! 

ze, ſeize the plank thyſelt, and let her fink: 


peak with awe!) tho? he ſhould bid thee bleed? 


Q with thy blood, thy final hope is ſpilt, 

Wo! can Omnipotence reward the blow; 
deaf; preſerve thy being; diſobey. 

Pon is it diſobedience : know, Lorenzo! 
Water the Almighty's ſubſequent command, 
r command is this :>=* Man, love thyſelf,” 
dlis alone, free agents are not free. 

Wilence is the baſis, bliſs the prize; 

Iirtue colts exiſtence, 'tis a crime 

N violation of our law ſupreme, 

Kk ſuicide ; thro? nations, which conſult 
ram, at thy expence, reſound applauſe, 
pic viitue's recompence is doubtful, here, 
Fides wholly, well may we demand, 

s man ſuffer'd to be good in vain? 

obe good in vain, is man enjoin'd ? 

do be good in vain, is man betray*d? 

F< by traitors lodg'd in his own breaſt, 
Peet complaicencies from virtue felt 
biſpers Nature lies on Virtne's part? 
Wu inſtinct (which aſſumes the name 
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EWhence ſelf-applauſe? From conſcience of the right, 
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Of ſacred conſcience) plays the fool in man, 
Why reaſon made accomplice in the cheat? 
Why are the wiſeſt loudeſt in her praiſe ? 
Can man by reaſon's beam be led aftray ? 
Or, at his peril, imitate his God ? 
Since virtue ſometimes ruins us on earth, 
Or both are true; or, man ſurvives the grave. 
Or man ſurvives the grave, or own, Lorenzo, 
Thy boaſt ſupreme, a wild abſurdity. 
Dauntle's thy fpirit ; cowards are thy ſcorn, 
Grant man immortal, and thy ſcorn is juſt. 
ihe man immortal, rationally brave, 
Pares ruſh on death—becauſe he cannot die, 
But if man loſes all, when life is loſt, 
He lives a coward, or a fool expires. 
A daring infidel and ſuch there are, 
From pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge, 
Or pure heroical defect of thought) 
Of all earth's madmen, moſt deſerves a chain. 
When to the grave we follow the renown' 
For valour, virtue, ſcience, all we love, 
And all we praiſe; for worth, and noon-tide beam, 
Enabling us to think in higher ſtyle, 
Mends our ideas of ethereal pow'rs; 
Dream we, that luſtre of the moral world 
Goes out in ſtench, and rottenaeſs the cloſe ? 
Why was he wiſe to Know, and warm to praise, 
And ſtrenuous to tranſcribe in human life, 
The mind Almighty? could it be, that fate, 
Juſt when the lineaments begin to ſhine, 
And dawn, the Deity Mould ſnatch the draught, 
With night eternal blot it out, and give 
The ſkies alarm, 1-f angels too might die? 
If human fouls, why not angelic too 
Extinguiſh'd? and a ſolitary God, 
O'er ghaſtly ruin, frowning from his throne? 
Shall we this moment gaze on God in man? 
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The n0<«t, loſe may for ever in the dun: ere 
From duſt we diſengage, or man miſtakes; 2 mc 


And there, where leaft his judgment fears à fl. 
Wiſdom and worth, how boldly he commerc:' 
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Witdom and worth, are ſacred names; rever'd, 
here not embrac'd ; ; applauded ! deify'd ! 
hy not compaſhon'd too? If fpirits die, 
tmn are calamities, inflicted both 
No make us but more wretched: wiſdom's eye 
Fete, | for what? To ſpy more miſeries ; 
nd worth ſo recompens'd, new- points their ſtings. 
Pr man furmounts the grave, or gain is loſs, 
Rad worth exalted humbles us the more. 
on wilt not patronize a ſcheme that makes 
Weakneſs, and vice, the refuge of mankind? 
« Has virtue, then, no joys ?”—Yes, joys dear- 
Elk ne'er ſo long, in this imp erfect ſtate, [bought 
rtue, and vice, are at eternal war. 
res 2 combat; and who fights for nought? 
Ir for p precarious, or for ſmall reward? 
ho virtue's ſelf- reward ſo loud reſound, 
ould take degrees angelic here below, 
d virtue, while they compliment, betray, 
ſy feeble motives, and unfaithful guards. 
Re crown, th' unfading crown, her foul inſpires : 
is that, 2 5 that alone, can countervail 
he body's treach'ries, and the world's aaults: 
V earth's poor pay our famiſh'd virtue dies. 
ruth inconteſtable! In ſpite of all , 
Lzyie has preach'd, or a Voltaire believ'd. 
In man the more we dive, the more we tee 
kavn's ſignet ſtamping an immortal make. 
e to the bottom of his ſoul, the baſe 
ning all; what find we? Kaowledge, love. 
ng and heat, eſſential to the ſun, 
peſe to the Foul. And why, if ſouls expire ? 
little lovely here? How little known? 
al knowledge we dig up with endlefs toil ! 
Clove nafeign'd may purchaſe perfect hate, 
* V Karv'd d, on earth, our angel-appetites; 
le brutal are indulg'd their fulſome all ? 
ere then capacities divine conferr?d 
a mock di iadem, ! in ſavage ſport, 
Kiaſult of our pompous poverty, 
ch reaps but pain, from ſeeming claims ſo fair? 
G 2 
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In future age lies no redreſs? And ſhuts 
Eternity the door on our complaint ? 
It ſo, for what ſtrange ends were mortals made 
1he worſt to wallow, and the beſt to weep ; 
The man who merits moſt, muſt moſt complain 
Can we conceive a diſregard in heav*n, 
What the worſt perpetrate, or beſt endure? 
This cannot be. To love, and Know, in mag 

Is boundlefs appetite, and boundleſs pow'r; 
And theſe demonſtrate boundleſs objects too, 
Objects, pow*rs, appetites, heav'n ſuits in all 
Nor, nature thro”, e'er violates this ſweet, 
Eternal concord, oa her tunetn! firing. 

Is man the ſole-exception from her laws? 
Eternity ſtruck off from human hope, 

(I ſpeak with truth, but veneration too) 

Man is a monſter, the reproach of heav'n, 

A ſtain, a dark impenetrable cl-ud 

On nature's beauteous aſpect; and deforms, 
(Amazing blut!) detorms her with her lord, 
If ſuch is man's allotment, what is heav?n ? 
Or own the ſoul immortal, or blaſpheme. 
Or own the ſoul immortal, or invest 

All order. Go, mock-majeſty !. go, man! 
And bow to thy ſuperiors of the ſtall; 

'Thro' ev*ry ſcene of ſenſe ſuperior far: 

They graze the turf untill'd; they drink the! 
Unbrew'd, and ever full, and un-embitter'd 
With doubts, fears, fruitleſs hopes, regrets, de 
Mankind's peculiar !.Reaſon's precious dos'r 
No foreign clime they ranſack tor their robes 
Nor brothers cite to the litigious bar; 

Their good is good intire, unmix'd, unmarr'd 
They find a paradiſe in ev'ry field, 

On boughs forbidden where no curſes hang; 
Their ill, no more than ſtrikes the ſenſe ; ua! 
By previous dread, or murmur in the rear: 
When the worſt comes, it comes unfear'd; on 
Begins, and ends, their woe: they die but on. 
Bleſt, izcommunicable privilege !, for which 
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Proud man, who rules the globe, and reads the 


Philoſopher, or hero, ſighs in vain, 
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Account for this prerogative in brutes. 

No day, no glimpſe of day, to ſolve the knot, - 
hut what beams on it from eternity. 

oO ſole and ſweet ſolution ! That unties 

The difficult, and ſoftens the ſevere ; 

EThe cloud on nature's beauteous face diſpels: 

deſtores bright order; caſts the brute beneath; 

A:d re-inthrones us in ſupremacy 
Ot joy, evin here: admit immortal life, 

And virtue is Knight-errantry no more : 

Lech virtue brings in hand a golden dow'r, 
Fir richer in reverſion : hope exults : 

Aud tho! much bitter in our cup is thrown, 
Fredominates, and gives the taſte of heav'n.. 
D erfore! is the Deity ſo kind? 

Aoniſhing beyond aſtoniſhment ! 

Hen n our reward—for heav'n enjoy'd below. 

Stil unfubdu'd thy ſtubborn heart *—For there 
Nie traitor lurks, who doubts the truths ! fing. 
Reaſon is guiltleſs ; will alone rebels. 

Mat, in that ſtubborn heart, if I ſhonld find 
Kew, unexpected witneſſes againſt thee? 

Ailton, pleaſure, and the love of gain! 

A thou ſuſpeR that theſe, which make the ſoul 
. fave of earth, ſhould own her heir of heav'n! 
*p 

dc 


thou ſuſpect what makes us diſbelieve 
0 immortality, ſhould prove it ſure? 
Firſt, then, Ambition ſummon to the bar, 
nMtion's ſhame, Extravagance, Diſguſt, 
And Ay, apy Nature, ſpeak. 
a much depoſes ; hear them in their turn, 
1h foul, how paſſionately fond of fame! 
anxious that fond paſhon to conceal! 
e bluſh, detected in deſigns on praiſe, 
for beſt deeds, and from the beſt of men; 
WY why? Becauſe immortal. Art divine 
1—. mace the body tutor to the tou! : 
ee” Kindly gives our blood a moral flow; 
it aſcend the glowing cheek, and there 
4 uw that little heart's inglorious aim, 
uch bene to court a character from man; 3 
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While o'er us, in tremendous judgments fit 
Far more than man, with endleſs praiſe and blame, 

Ambition's boundleſs appetite out- ſpeaks 
J he verdict of its ſhame. When ſouls take fire 
At high preſumptions of their own deſert, 

One age is poor applauſe; the mighty thout, 

The thunder by the living tew begun, 

Late time muft echo; worlds unborn, reſound, 

We with our names eteraally to live: 

Wilt dream! which nc'er had hauited buman thong ut, 
Had not our natures been eternal too. 

Inſtinct points out an int'reſt in hereafter; 

But our blind reaſon ſees not where it lies; 

Or ſeeing, gives the ſabſtance for the ſhade. 

Fame is the ſhade of immortality, 

And in itſelf a ſhadow, Soon as caught, 
Contemn'd; it ſhrinks to nothing in the graſp 
Conſult th* ambitious, *tis ambition's cure. 

“ And is this all:“ cry'd Cæſar at his height, 
Diſguſted. This third proof ambition brings 
Of immortality. Ihe frſt in fame, 

Obſerve him near, your eavy will abate: 
Sham'd at the dif, roportiou vali, between 
The paſſion aad the purchaſe, he will figh 
At ſuch ſucceſs, and bluſh at his renowu. 
And why ? Becauſe far richer prize invites 
His heart; far more illuſtrious glory calls; 
It calls in whiſ-ers, yet the deateſt hear. 

Aid can Ambition a tuurth proof ſupply ? 
It can, and ftroager than the former three; 
Yet quite o'erlook'd by ſome reputed wife. 
Tho” d,ſappoiatments in ambition paing 
Ard tho” ſucceſs diſguſts; yet fill, Lorenzo! 
Ii vain we ftrive to pluck it from our hearts; 
Py nature plauted for the nobleſt cuds. 
Abſurd the fam'd advice to Pyrrhus giv'n, 
More prais'd thau ponder'd; f ecious, but unſoud 
Sooner that kero's ſword the world had quclld, 
1han reaſon, his ambition. Man muſt ſoar. 
An obſtinate activity withia, 

An inſuppreſſive ſpring, will toſs him up, 
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In ſoite of fortune's load. Not kings alone, 
Fach villager has his ambition too; 
No Sultan prouder than his fetter'd flave : 
Slaves build their little Babylons of firaw, 
Echo the proud Afyrian, in their hearts, 
And cry, —* Behold the wonders of my might!“ 
And why? Becauſe immortal as their L ord; 
And ſonls immortal muſt for ever heave 
ſomething great; the gl tter, or the gold; 
WE {raiſe of mortals, or the praiſe of Heav'n. 
Nor abſolutely vain is human praiſe, 

hen human is ſupported by divine. 
introduce Lorenzo to himſelf: 
Pleaſure and Pride (bad maſters !) ſhare our hearts 
A; l we of pleaſure is ordain'd to guard 
Aud feed our bodies, and extend our race; 
de love of praiſe is plauted to protect 
Ad propagate the glories of the mind. 
What is it, but the love of praiſe, inſpires, 
latures, refines, embelliſhes, exalts, 

*th's happineſs? From that, the delicate, 
The pars, the marvellous, of civil life. 
Vant and COUVE::iencey u ader- -workers, lay 
The ate on which love of glory builds. 

Y or is thy lite, O virtue! leſs i in debt 

! male thy ſecret fiimulating friend. 
Mere men not proud, what merit ſhould we miſs! 
Price made the virtues of the pagaa world. 
Praiſ- is the ſalt that ſeaſons right to many 
And wy whets his appetite for moral good. 
W birft of applauſe is virtue's ſecond guard; 

Reason, her firſt ; but reaſon wants aa aid; 
Da pra ate reaſon is a flatterer; 

W it of pplauſe calls public judgment in, 

Lo poiſe our o n, to K"ep an even ſcale, 
Wd cive endanger'd virtue fairer play. 

0 ele a fifth roof ariſes, ſtronger ftill : 
| this ſo nice conſtruction of our hearts; 
RN © delicate moralities of ſenſe ; 
us conflitutional reſerve of aid 
9 !icconr virtue, when our reaſon fails; 
Gr 4 
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If virtue, kept alive by care and toil, 
And, oft, the mark of injuries on earth, 
When labour'd to maturity (its bill 1 
Of diſciplines, and pain, unpaid) muſt die? | 
Why freizhted rich to daſh againſt a rock ? 
Were men to periſh when moſt fit to live, 
O how miſ-ſpent were all theſe ſtratagems, 
By ſkill divine inwoven in our frame? 
Where are heav'n's holineſs and mercy fled? / 
Laughs heav'n, at once, at virtue, and at man? / 
If not, why that diſcourag'd, this deftroy'd? 

Thus far ambition. What ſays Avarice? 
This her chief maxim, which has long been thir e: 
« The wiſe and wealthy are the ſame.” —I grant it. 
To ftore up treaſvre, with inceſſant toil, 
Ihis is man's province, this his higheſt praife, 
To this great end keen inftin ſtings him on. 
To guide that inftin&t, reaſon ! is thy charge; . 
?Tis thine to tell us where true treaſure lies; 7 
But, reaſon failing to diſcharge her truſt, 0 
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Or to the deaf diſcharging it in vain, 
A blander follows; and blind induſtry, 
GaiPd by the ſpur, but ftranger to the courſe. 
| (The courſe where fakes of more than gold are wor) d:.. 
| OPerlonding, with the cares of diſtant age, Bar 
a The jaded ſpirits of the preſent hour, 5 
1 Provides for an eternity below. m1 
1 6 Thou ſhalt not covet,” is a wiſe command; by 15 
But bounded to the wealth the ſun ſurveys: D. 
i} Look farther, the command ſtands quite revered, 1 
And av'rice is a virtue moſt divine, 
Is faith a refuge for our happineſs? 
Mott ſure: And is it not for reaſon too? 
Nothing this world unriddles, but the n xt. 
Whence inextinguniſhable thirſt of gain? 
| From inextinguithable life in man: 
l _ Man, if not meant, by worth, to reach the Kies, 
Had wanted wing to fly ſo far in guilt. 
Sour grapes, I grant, ambition, avarice: 
Vet Hil their root is immortality. 
Theſc its wild growths ſo bitter, and ſo baſe, 


— 
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Pain, and reproach!) religion can reclaim, 


es 


«. 


Nun id make them ſparkle in the bow! of bliſs. 


\ 


Sr > CT — 


ce the third witneſs laughs at bliſs remote, 


f falſely promiſes an Eden here : 


ath ſhe ſhall ſpeak for once, tho? prone to lic, 


common cheat, and oleafure is her name. 
pleaſure never was Lorenzo deaf; 
hen hear her now, no firſt thy real friend. 


Since nature made us not more fond than proud 


UL na! pineſs (whence hypocrites in joy ! 
Makers of mirth ! artincers of ſmiles!) 


ould the joy moſt poignant tenſe. affords, 
urn us with bluſhes, and rebuke our pride ?— 
e heav'n- born blaſhes tell us man deſcends, 


5 
— * 


the zenit hof his earthly bliſs : 
£046 reaſon take her infidel repoſe, 


lis honeſt inſtinct ſpeaks our lingage high; 


tact calls on darkneſs to conceal 
rrapturous relation to the ſtalls. 

cory covers us with noble ſhame 
de that's niconfounded, is unman'd. 

1 that bluſhes is not quite a brate, 
TR tar with thee, Lorenzo, will I cloſe! 
Fesſure is good, and man for pleaſure made; 
B | my re full of glory, © a und of joy; 3 
Burt, which neither bluſh $, hof expires. 
The witneſſes are heard; the cauſe is o'er; 


ei conſcience file the ſentence in her court, 


Peaer than deeds that half a reaim convey : 


WW bus ſeal'd by truth, th' authentic record runs: 
know infidels—unapt to Know; 


2 now all; 

4:5 imm ortality your nature ſolves; 

115 immortality decyphers man, 

a1d opens all the myſt'ries of his make. 

Without. it, half his inſtincts are a riddle; 

Without it, all his virtues are a dam. 
K very crimes atteſt his dignity ; 

1 Lene him born for bleſſings infnite: 
tat leſs than infinite, makes un-abſurd 

8 5 


ine, exalt, throw down their pois'nous lee, 


atelef> thirſt of pleaſure, gold, and fame, 
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© Paſhons, which all on earth but more inflames? 

« Fierce paſhons, ſo miſ-meaſur*d to this ſcene, 

& Stretch'd ont, like eagles wings, beyond our ref, 

& Far, far beyond the worth of all below, 

& For earth too large, preſage a nobler flight, 

« And evidence our title to the ſkies.” | 


— 


Ve gentle theologues, of calmer kind! „ 
Whoſe conſtitution dictates to your pen, 
Who, cold yourſelves, think ardour comes from le!!! TFT 
Think not our paſſions from corruption ſprung, | 


Tho” to corruption now they lend their wings; 
"That is their miſtreſs, not their mother. All 
(And juſtly) reaſon deem divine: I ſee, 6 
I feel a grandeur in the paſhons too, \ 
Which ſpeaks their high deſcent, and glorious end; . 
Which ſpeaks them rays of an eternal fire, 1 
In paradiſe itſelf they burnt as ſtrong, 0 
Ere Adam fell; tho' wiſer in their aim. 
Like the proud eaſtern, ſtruck by providence, 
What tho” our paſſions are run mad, and ſtoop 
With low, terreſtrial appetite, to graze 
On traſh, on toys, dethron'd from high deſre 
Yet ſtill, thro? their diſgrace, a feeble ray 
Of greatneſs ſhines, and tells us whence they te!!! 
But theſe (like that fall'n monarch when reclain 
When reaſon moderates the reign aright, 
Shall re-aſcend, re-mount their former ſphere, 
Where once they ſoar'd illuſtrious ; ere ſeduc'd 
By wanton Eve's debauch, to ſtroll on earth, 
And ſet the ſuhlnnary world on fire. 

But grant their frenzy laſts ; their. frenzy fa. 


To diſappoint one providential end, Wc | 
For which heav'n blew up ardour in our hearts: be 
Were reaſon hlent, boundleſs paſſion ſpeaks WC of 
A future ſcene of boundieſs objects too, agg. 
And brings glad tidings of eternal day, Wit ly 
Eternal day! Lis that enlightens all: W rut 
And all, by that enlighten'd, proves it ſure, „ 
Conſider man as an immortal being, Pmit; 
Intelligible all; and all is great; 3 


A cryſtalline tranſparency prevails, Pn, 
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And ſtrikes full luftre thro? the human ſphere: 2 
Conſider man as mortal, all is dark, 14s 
And wretched ; reaſon weeps at the ſurvey, 1% 
The learn'd Lorenzo cries, “ And let her weep, its | 
« Weak, modern reaſon: ancient times were wile, * 
« Authority, that venerable guide, Tf | 
& Stands on my part, the fam'd Athenian porch | v | 
And who for wiſdom fo renown'd as they?) 1 
„ Deny'd this immortality to man.” a A 
grant it: but affirm, they prov'd it too. | | 
A riddle this !—Have patience ; I'll explain. N 
Wat noble vanities, what moral flights, $27 þ 
Glnt'ring thro” their romantic wiſdom's page, 6 
Make us, at once, deſpiſe them and admire ! 1 
Fable is flat to theſe high- ſeaſon'd ſires; 1 
ihey leave th' extravagance of ſong below. 1 { 
« Fleſh ſhall not feel; or, feeling, ſhall enjoy TH $ 
& The dagger or the rack; to them, alike 1 | x 
A be of roſes, or the burning bull.“ 4.4 1 
lu mea exploding all beyond the grave. + 1788 
Strange doctrine, this!—As doctrine, it was ſtrange z 9 | 
hut not, as prophecy ; for ſuch it prov'd, ö 


And, to their own amazement, was fulfill'd: 
E 1 ley feign'd a. firmneſs Chriſtians need not feign. 
Ihe Chriſtian truly triumph'd in the flame: 


e 
— 
© haves” > 


Ellie Stoic ſaw, in double wonder loſt, | . 
NMoader at them, and wonder at himſelf, 4 | 
Jo find the bold adventures of his thought 4 
Not bold, and that he ſtrove to lie in vain. P 4 
& Whence, then, thoſe thoughts? Thoſe tow'ring | 1 


; thoughts, that flew 

re h monſtrous heights: From inſtinct, and from pride | 
be glorious inſtinct of a deathleſs ſoul, F 
EConiully conſcious of her dignity, a 
B02 ched truths they could not underſtand, 


. "= 4% » ” * be * » 
Wi lud dominion, and in paſſion's ſtorm, 


> Pic tot + Rx 2 es well * 


Cat. 
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| J ruth's {yſtem broken, ſcatter'd fragments lay, 4 
. light in chaos, glimm'ring thro the gloom :) | 
Wit with the pomp of lofty ſentiments, TY 
a pride proclaim'd, what reaſon diſbeliev'd, | | 
Ne, like the Delphic prieſteſs, with a ſwell, | 
G6 1 
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Rav'd nonſenſe, deſtin'd to he future ſenſe, 
When life immortal, in full day ſhould ſhine ; 
And death's dark ſhadows fly the gotpel fun. 
They ſpoke, what nothing but immortal ſouls 
Could ſpeak ; and thys the truth they queſtion'd ;» 
Can then abſurdities, as well as crimes, 
Speak man immortal? All things ſpeak him ſo. 
Much has been urg'd; and doſt thou call for m. 
Call; and with eudleſs queſtions be diſtreſt, 
All unreſolvable, it earth is all. 
« Why lite, a moment? Iuünite, defire ? 
*© Our with, eternity? Our home, the grave? © « 
“ Heav'n's promiſe dormant lies in human hose 
« Who withes life immortal, proves it too. 
« Why happineſs purſu'd, tho' never found? T 
« Man's thirft of happineſs declares it is, 
„(For nature never gravitatcs to nought) 
& That thirſt, unquench'd, declares it is not hc: 
&« My Lucia, thy Clara, call ro thought: 
& Why cordial rrieudihip rivertcd fo deep, 
« As hicarts to pierce at tirit, at parting, rend, 
« If friend, and friendihip, vaniſh in an hour? 
Is not this tormeut in the mak of joy? 
« Why by reliectioa marr'd, the joys of ſenſe 
« Why paſt, aud future, preyiug on our hearts, 
„% And putting all our preicat joys to death? 
„ Why labours reaton! Iaſunct were as well; 
„ Inſtinct, far better; what can chooſe, can ci 
« O how infallible the thoughtleſs brute! 
« were well his holineſs were halt as fre. 
„ Reaſon with inclination, why at war? 
& Why teatc of guilt? Why conſcience up in“ 
Conſcicice of guilt, is prophecy or pain, 
And botom-counſel to decline the blow, 
Reaſou with jnclination ne'er had jarr'd, 
If nothing future paid forbearance here. 
i lhus oa—theſe, ald a thouſand pleas uncall'., 
All promiſe, ſome evſure, a ſecond ſcene ; 
Which, were it dou»tiuly would be dearer tar 
Than all tings cite moſt certain z were it falle, 
W lat truth on cartl ſo precious as the lic! 


geld it gives us, let what will enſue ; 
world it gives, in that high cordial, hope: 
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ire of the preſeat is the ſoul: 
5 life groaus, when ſever'd from the next! 
itilated wretch, that diltbelieves ! 


5 diſtruſt his being cut in two, 


parts periſhes ; life void of joy, 

ide of eternity in pain! 

thou perſuade me, the next life could fail 
nt withes; how ſhould I pour out 

ling heart in anguiſh, new, as deep! 

n what thoughts, thy hope, and my deſpair, 

d ANNIHILATION ! blaſts the ſoul, 
e-extends the bounds of human woe! 

believe Lorenzo's ſyſtem true, 

:2ck channel would my ravings run: 

{ trom the future borrow'd peace, e'er-While. 
ature vaniſh'd ! and the preſent pain'd ! 

import of unprecedented ill? 

o profound! like Lucifer's, the fall; 

zal tate! his fall, without his guilt! 

where fond hope built her pavilion high, 

ods among, hurl'd headloag, hurl'd at once 
zht! to nothing | Darker ſtill than night. 

is a dream, why wake me, my worſt toe ? 

20 | boaſttul of the name of friend! 

deluſion! O for error {ill ! 

vengeance firike much {ironger than to plant 
King being in a world like this, 

ver-rich before, now bergard quite; 

curſt than at the fall?—! he ſun gocs out! 
1oras ſhoot up! What thorns in ev'ry thought! 
!enſe of better? It embitters worſe. 

(e.ſer Why life? If but to figh, then fink 

at I was? 1 wice nothing! and much woe! 

rom heav'ns bonnties!—Woe from what was 
iter molt, high i- teliecinal pow'rs! [wont 
agi, virtue, knowledge! bleifings, by thy 
cneme, p 

191d into pains. Firſt, knowledge, once 
gls ambition, now her greateſt dread. 
e My!Cl?, true wiſlom?—No, to ſhun 
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& That ſhocking ſcience. Parent of deſpair! 
« Avert thy mirror: if I ſee, I die. 
„ Know my Creator? Climb his bleſt abode 
& By painful ſpeculation, pierce the veil, 
& Dive in his nature, read his attributes, 
« And gaze in admiration—on a foe, 
„ Obtruding life, with-holding happineſs ! 
« From the full rivers that ſurround his throne, 
Not letting fall one drop of joy on man; 
(Man gaſping for one drop, that he might cenſe 
« To curſe his birth, nor envy reptiles more!) 
« Ye ſable clouds! Ye dark&tt ſhades of nigh! 
& Hide him, for ever hide him, from my thought, 
« Once all my comfort, ſource, and ſoul of joy! 
«© Now leagu'd with furies, and with * thee, againſt me, 
„ Know his atchievements ? Study his renow! 


& Contemplare this amazing univerſe, F 
&« Tropt from his hand, with miracles replete! hs 
« For what? *Mid miracles of nobler name, 8 
& To find one miracle of miſery? 1 


« To find the being, which alone can know 
& And praiſe his works, a blemith on his praitr ? 
& Thro? nature's ample range, in thought to ffro!!, 
„And ſtart at man, the ſingle mourner there, (tat, 
« Breathing high hope! chain'd down to pangs and 
„ Knowing is ſuff'ring: and ſhall virtue ſhare 
The figh of knowledge ?—V irtue ſhares the Fab; 
© By ſtraining up the ſteep of excellent, 
« By battles fought, and, from temptation, won, 
« What gains ſhe, but the pang of ſeeing worth, 
&« Angelic worth, ſoon mmuffled in the dark 
« With ev'ry vice, and ſwept to brutal dual? 
« Merit is madneſs; virtue is a crime; 
« A crime to reaſon, if it coſts us pain 
« Unpaid: what pain, amidft a thouſand more, 
4 To think the moſt abandon'd, after days 
„“ Of triumph o'er their betters, find in death 
« As ſoft a pillow, nor make fouler clay ! 

« Duty! Religion! theſe, our duty done, 
„ Imply reward, Religion is miſtake, 


F Lorenzo, 
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« Duty! 
« Ye cheats, away! ye daughters of my pride! 
Who feign yourſelves the fav'rites ot the ſkies: 
« Ye tow'ring hopes! abortive energics ! 
4 That tofs and ſtruggle in my lying breaft, 
Jo ſcale the ſkies, and build preſumptions there, 
As I were heir of an eternity; 
& Vain, vain ambitions! trouble me no more. 
« Why travel far in queſt of ſure defeat ? 
As bounded as my being be my with, 
„Allis iaverted, wiſdom is à fool. 
„ Senſe! take the rein; blind paſſion! drive us on; 
% And ignorance! befriend us on our Way; 
«& Ye new, but trueſt patrons of our peace! 
„ Yes; give the pulſe fall empire; live the brute, 
„ Since as the brute, we die. 1 he ſum of man, 
Of god-like man! to revel, and to rot. 
hut not on equal terms with other brutes: 
BP Their revels a more poignant reliſh yield, 
And fater too; they never poiſons chooſe, 
„ laſtint, than reaſon, makes more wholeſome meal 
And ſends all-marring murmur far away. 
For ſenſual life they beſt philoſophize; 
„k heirs, that ſerenc, the ſages ſought in vain 
is man alone expoſtulates with heaven ; 
His, all the pow'r, and all the cauſe, to mourn, 
4 Sal human eyes aloae diflolve in tears“ 
And bleed, in anguith, none but human hearts? 
. he wide- firetch” d realm of intellectual woe, 
. ufa ſcuſual far, is all our own, 
Ia life ſo fatally diſtinguiſh'd, why 
Cu in one lot, confounded, lumpt, in death 
Fre yet in being, was maukind in guilt? 
E Why thuuder'd this peculiar cauſe againſt us? 
FP \!!-mortal and all-wretchee !—Have the ſkics 


SE Rexſons of ſtate their ſubjects may not ſcan, 
i | \or humbly reaſon w hen they ſorely | ſigh? 
Al- mortal, and all- wretched !—Tis tod ! much; 


Un ul aralleb d! in nature: Tis too much 
4 Oat deing unrequeſted at thy hands, 
Im Air orent! kor 1 ſee nough \k 880 bow of 


„% And way ſee that? Why thought? Io 110i 3nd cat, 


There's none, but to repel the cheat. 
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Then make our bed in darkneſs, needs no thought. 
What ſuperfluities are reas'ning ſouls! 

Oh give eternity! or thought deſtroy. 

But without thought our curſe were half unfelt; 
Its blunted edge would ſpare the throbbing h-art; Wo 
And, therefore, *tis beſtow'd, I thank thee, !! 2207, 
For aiding life's too fmall calamities, 
And giving being.to the dread of death. ÞJ 
Such are thy bonnties '!—Wagit then too much 3 
For me to treſpaſs on the brutal rights? cc 
Too much for heav'n to make one emmet more! * 
Too much for chaos to permit my maſs <L 
A longer ſtay with eſlences unwrought, 

Unfaſhion'd, vatormented into man? . 
Wretched preferment to this round of pairs! s 
Wretched capacity of frenzy, thought ! a 
Wretched capacity of dying, lite! 

Life, thought, worth, wiſdom, all (O fou! rere! 
Once friends to peace, gone over to the foe, 
„Death then, has chang'd its nature too : O date! 
Come to my boſom, thou be gift of heaven 
Beſt friend of man! ſince man is man no more. 
Why in this thorny wilderneſs ſo long, 

Since there's no promis'd land's ambrofial bon, 
Jo pay me with its honey for my ſtings? 

If needful to the ſeluſh ſchemes of heav'n 

To ſting us ſore, why mock d our miſery ? 
Why this fo ſumptuous inſult o'er our heads? 
Why this illuſtrious canopy diſplay ? 

Why ſo magnificently lodg'd deſpair? 

At ſtated periods, ſure- returning, roll 

Theſe glorious orbs, that mortals may compute 
Their length of labours, and of pains; nor 1» 
Their miſery's full meaſure ?—Smiles with flows, 
And fruits, promiſcuous, ever teeming earth, 
That man may languith in luxurious ſcenes, 
And in an Eden mourn his wither'd joys? 
Claim earth and ſkies man's admiration, due 
For ſuch delights? Bleſt animals! too wiſe 

To wonder; and too happy to complain 

“ Our doom decreed demands a mournful {cere: 
Why not a dungeon dark, for the condem:'c 
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& Why not the dragon's ſubterrancons den, 
For man to howl 1a? Why not his abode 

Ot the ſame diſmal colour with his tate? 

„A Thebes, a Babylon, at vaſt expence 

« Of time, toil, treaſure, art, for owls and adders, 
& As congruous, as, for man, this lofty dome, 


* Which prompts proud thought, and Kindles high defire z 


„ If, from her humble chamber in the duſt, 
* While proud thought ſwells, and high detire inflames, 
« he poor worm calls us for her inmates there; 
& And, round us, death's inexorable hand 
% Draws the dark curtain cloſe ; undrawn no more. 
* Undrawn no more !—Behind the cloud of death, 
Once, I beheld a ſun; a ſun which gilt 
„hat fable cloud, and turn'd it all to gold: 
„ How the grave's alter'd! Fathomleſs, as hell! 
„Meal hell to thoſe who dreamt of heav'n. 
* Annihilation! how it yawns before me! 
„ Next moment I may drop from thought, from ſenſe 
* be privilege of angels, and of worms, 
An outcaſt from exiſtence! And this ſpirit, 
* this all-pervading, this all-conſcious ſoul, 
I his patticle of ener 


gy divine, 

Which travels nature, flies from ſtar to ſtar, 
ud viſits gods, and emulates their pow'rs, 
& 


For ever is extingnih'd. Horror: Death! 
each of that death I fearleſs once ſurvey'd!— 
8 When horror univerſal ſhall deſcend, 

And heav'u's dark concave urn all human race, 
os that enormous, unrefunding tomb, 

Ho juſt this verſe! this monumental ſight” 
E-neath the lumber of demoliſi d worlds, 

Deep in the rubbiſh of the gen'ral wreck, 

Swept ionominious to the cammon maſs 

Of matter, never dignify'd with life, 

Here lie proud rationals ; the ſons of heat 

Ihe lords of earth ! The property of worms ! 
B-ings of yeſterday, and no to-morrow ! 
o liv'd in terror, and in pangs expir'd ! 
= A! gone to rot in chaos LE to make | 

Their happy tranfit into blocks or brutes, 
"or longer ſuliy their Creator's name. 
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Lorenzo, hear, pauſe, ponder, and pronounce, 
Juſt is this hiſtory ? It ſuch is man, 
Mankind's hiſtorian, tho? divine, might weep : E ( 
And dares Lorenzo ſmile -I] know thee proud: 
For once let pride betriend thee ; pride looks He 
At ſuch a ſcene, and ſighs for ſomething more, 
Amid thy boaſts, pretumptions, and difplays, F: 
And art thou then a thadow ? Leſs than ſhade? TT. 
A nothing? Lets than nothing? To have been, A 
And not to be, is lower than unborn. F 
Art thou ambitious* Why then make the worm Bt 
Thine equal? Runs thy taſte of pleaſure high 
Why patronize ſure death of ev'ry.joy ? 

Charm riches? Why chooſe begg'ry in the crave, 
Of ev'ry hope a bankrupt ! and for ever? 
Ambition, pleaſure, avarice, perſuade thee 15 
To make that world of glory, rapture, wealth, A 
They * lately prov'd thy ſoul's ſupreme defire. A 

What art thou made of? Rather how unmac : © 7 
Great Nature's maſer-appetite deftroy'd! 01 
Is endleſs life, and happineſs, defpis'd ? | VB 
Or both wiſh'd, here, where neither can be found 
Such man's perverſe, eternal war with heav'n ! 
Dar'ſt thou perſiſt? And is there nought one irth, 
But a long train of tranſitory forms. 
Rifing, and breaking, millions in an hour? 
Bubbles of a fantaſtic deity, blown up 
In ſport, and then in cruelty deftroy'd ? 
Oh! for what crime, unmerciful Lorenzo! 
Deſtroys thy icheme the whole of human race? 
Kind is fell Lucifer, compar'd to thee: 
Oh! ſpare this waſte of being half-divine; 
And vindicate th* economy of heav'n. 

Heav'n is all love; all joy in giving joy: 

It never had created, but to bleſs: 

And thall it, then, ſtrike off the lift of life, 

A. being bleſt, or worthy ſo to be 

Heavn farts at an annihilating God. 

Is that, all Nature flarts at, thy deſire“ 
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* In the Sixth Night. 
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Art ſuch a clod to wiſh e all clay? 
What is that dreadful wiſh !—The dying groan 
Of nature, murder'd by the blackeſt guilt, 
What deadly poiſon has thy nature drank? 
To ratare undebanch'd no ſhock fo great; 
ture's firſt wiſh is endleſs happineſs ; 
lation is an after-thought, 
A monſtrons wiſh, unborn till virtue dies. 
And, oh! what depth of horror lies inclos'd! 
For non-exittence no man ever wiſh'd, 
wt, firit, he wiſh'd the Deity deftroy'd. 
i: ſo; what words are dark enough to draw 
Thy pi ure true? The darkeſt are too fair, 
Be 1eat what baleful planet, in what hour 
Gf 
IN 


FF »- # 


icſperation by what fury's aid, 

hat infernal poſture of the ſoul, 
Al 1 kell invited, and all hell in joy 
At inch a birth, a birth ſo near of kin, 
d thy foul fancy whelp ſo black a ſcheme 
Ot hopes abortive, faculties halt-blown, 
Am deities begun, reduc'd to duſt? 


ney nought (thou ſay*ſt) but one eternal flux 


' feeble eſſences, tumultuous driven 
Ihro' erg s rough billows into night's abyſs. 
La ; in this ra *. id tide of human ruin, 
[5 there no rock, on which man's toſſing thought 
u res from terror, dare his fate ſurvey, 
Arg! totaly think it ſomething to be born? 
Amid fnch hourly wrecks of being fair, 
ere no central, all- ſuſtai ning baſe, 
11-10 Azing, all conn ecting POW Ty 


Wi „as t callid forth all things, can recal, 

a torce deſtruction to refund her ſpoil? 

E the grave reſtore her taken prey? 

Lid UE; cont s dark vale its human harve!l r * eld, 
| A earth, and ocean, pay their debt of man, 
rue 0 1! Te Pauke depo! it truſted ti here ? 

= there 50 potentate 1 hoſe out-Aretch” d arms 

| Tp tag time calls forth ti appointed hour; 

2 CK d from toul devaſtation's famiſh'd mew, 


:cent, paſt, aud future, to js throae? 
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His throne, how glorious, thus divinely grac'd, WC 
By germinating beings cluſt'ring round! 
A garland worthy the Divinity! 
A throne, by Heav'n's omnipotence in ſmiles, 
Built (like a Pharos tow'ring in the waves) 
Amid immenſe effufons of his love! 
An ocean of communicated bliſs! 
An all-prolific, all-preſerving God ! 

This were a God indeed. —And ſuch is man, 
As here preſum'd : he riſes from his fall. 
J hink'ſt thou Omnipotence a naked root, 
Each bloffom fair of Deity deſtroy'd? 
Nothing is dead; nav, nothing fleeps ; each fou!, 
That ever animated human clav, 
Now wakes; is on the wing: And where, O where, 
Will the warm ſettle !—When the trumpet's call, 
As ſounding braſs, collects us, round heav'n's throne 
Conglob'd we balk in everlaſting day, 
( Paterna! ſplendor) and adhere for ever. 
Had not the ſoul this outlet to the ſkies, 
In this va't veſlel of the univerſe, 
How ſhou'd we gaſp, as in an empty void! 

low in the pangs of famiſh'd hope expire! 


+ x* Y at! 


4 
How bright my proſpect thines! How gloomy tune! N 
A trembling world! and a devouring God! 1 
darth, but the ſhambles of Omnipotence; 1 
Heav*n's face all ſtain'd with cauſelefs maſſacres 
Of countleſs millions, born to feel the pang 
Of being loſt. Lorenzo, can it be? 
This bids us ſhudder at the thoughts of life. 
Who would be born to ſuch a phantom world, 
Where naught ſubſtantial, but our miſery ! 
Where joy (if joy) but heightens our diſtreis, 
So ſoon to perith, and revive no more? 
The greater ſuch a joy, the more it pains. 
A world, ſo far from great (and yet how great 
Tt ſhines to thee !) there's nothing real in it; 
Being, a ſhadow! conſciouſneſs, a dream ! 
A dream, how dreadful! Univerſal blank 
Before it, and behind Poor man, a ſpark 
From non-exiſtence ſtruck by wrath divine, 
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ung a moment, nor that moment ſure, 
upper, nether, and ſurrounding night, 
„ſure, ſudden, and eternal tomb! 
zo, doft thou feel theſe arguments? 
nere nought but vengeance can be felt? 
ift thou dar'd the Deity dethrone ? 
ar'd indict him of a world like this? 
the world, creation was a crime; 
chat is crime, but cauſe of miſery ? 
t, blaſphemer! and unriddle this, 
leſs arguments above, bellow, 
1t us, and within, the ſhort refult——- 
„man's immortal, there's a God in heav'n.“ 
wherefore ſuch redundancy : ſuch waſte 
ument? One ſets my foul at reſt! 
vious, and at hand, and, Oh !—at heart, 
the ſkies, Philander's lite ſo pain'd, 
irt ſo pure; that or ſucceeding ſcenes 
alms to give, or ne*er had he been born. 
hat au old tale is this!” Lorenzo Cries, 
this argument is old; but truth 
rs impair ; and had not this been true, 
ever hadſt deſpis'd it tor its age. 
immortal as thy ſoul; and fable 
ing as thy juys: Be wiſc, nor make 
's higheſt bleſſing, vengeance; O be wiſe! 
ke a curſe of immortality, 
now'ſt thou what it is? Or what thou art? 
thou the importance of a ſoul immortal: 
chis midaight glory: worlds on worlds! 
8. i 15 pomp ! Redouble this amaze! 
»utand add; add twice teu thouſand more; 
weigh the whole; one ſoul outweighs them all; 


8 5 the aſtoniſhing magniſicence 
\ telligent creation. poor. 


this, believe not me; no man believe; 

at in words, but deeds; and deeds no leſs 
dſe of the supreme; nor his, a few; 

| them all; conſulted, all proclaim 

's importance? Tremble at thyſelf; 

om Omnipotence has wak'd fo long: 
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Of nature to this unbelieving hour. 
In this ſmall province of his vaſt domain 
(All nature bow, while I pronounce his name! 
What has God done, and not for this ſole end, 
To reſcue ſouls from death? the ſoul's high price 
Is writ in all the conduct of the ſkies 
The ſoul's high price is the creation's ; key, 
Unlocks its myſteries, and naked lays 
The genuine cauſe ot ev'ry deed divine: 
T hat is the chain of ages, which maintains 
Their obvious correſpondence, and unites 
Moſt diſtant periods in one bleſt defign : 
That, is the mighty hinge, on which have tur: 
All revolutions, whether we regard 
The nat'ral, civil, or religious, world; 
The former two, but ſervants to the third 
To that their duty done, they both expire, 
Their maſs new-caſt, forgot their deeds renown'd; 
And angels aſk, © Where once they ſhone ſo fa ; 
To lift us from this abject, to ſublime ; | 
This flux, to permanent; this dark, to day; 
This foul, to pure; this turbid, to ſerene; 
This mean, to mighty !—for this glorious ond 
Tt? Almighty, riſing, his long ſabbath broke? 
The world was made; was ruin'd; was reſtor'd; | 
Laws from the ſkies were publiſn'd; were repea!'d; N 
On earth, kings, kingdoms, roſe; kings, kingdom il; | 
Fam'd ſages lighted up the pagan world; 
Prophets from Sion darted a keen glance 
Thro' diſtant age; ſaints travell'd; martyrs bled; 
By wonders ſacred nature ſtood controul'd; 
The living were tranſlated; dead were rais'd ; 
Angels, and more than angels, came from heav'n; 
And, oh! for this, deſcended lower fill ; 
Guilt was hell's gloom ; aſtoniſh'd at his gueſt, 
For one ſhort moment Lucifer ador'd: 
Lorenzo! and wilt thou do leſs ?—For this, 
That hallow'd page, fools ſcolt at, was iufpir'd, 
Of all theſe truths thr ice-ven'rable code! 
Deiſts perform your quarantine! and then 
Fall proſtrate ere you touch it, leſt you die. 
Nor leſs intenſely bent infernal pow'rs 
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ar, than thoſe of light, this end to gain. 
at a ſcene is here —Lorenzo, wake, 
to the thought; exert, expand thy ſoul 
E ike the vaſt ilea: It denies 
iſe the name of great, Two warring worlds! 
Europe againſt Afric; warring worlds, 
ore than mortal! mounted on the wing! 
| rdent wings of energy, and zeal, 
-hov'riag o'er this little band of ſtrife! 
ſublunary ball—But ſtrife, for what 
cir own cauſe conflicting? No; in thine, 
21s, His fingle intereſt blows the flame; 
he ſole ſtake; his fate the trumpet ſounds, 

Eb Kindles war immortal. How it burns! 

ultucus ſwarms of deities in arms! 

„ ſorce oppoſing, till the waves run high, 
tempeſt nature's uiiverſal ſphere, 
oppoſites eternal, tedfaſt, ſtern, 
foes implacable, are good, and ill ; 

140, vain man, would mediate peace between them. 
nk not this fiction: “J here was war in heav'n.“ 
heav'n's high cryſtal mountain, where it hung, 
\Imighty's out-Hretch'd arm took down his bow, 
ſhot his indignation at the deep: 
zunder'd hell, and darted all her fires.— 

eens the ſtake of little moment ſtill? 

umbers man, who ſingly cans'd the ſtorm? 
| eps. And art thou ſhock'd at myſteries? 
zreateſt, Ihou. How dreadful to reflect, 
ardour, care, and counſel, mortals cauſe 
extts divine! How little in their own! 
ereer I turn, how new proofs pour upon me! 
lzppily this wond'rous view ſupports 
ormer argument! How ſtrongly ſtrikes 
tal life's full demonſtration ! 
ts exertion ? Why this ſtrange regard 
"exv*n's Omnipoteat indulg'd to man? 
ne, in man, the glorious, dreadful pow'r, 
emely to be pain'd, or bleſt, for ever. 
don gives importance; ſwells the price. 
el if a creature of a day, 
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What would he be? A trifie of no weight; 
Or ſtand, or fall; no matter which; he's zone, 
Becauſe immortal, therefore is indulg'd 
This ſtrange regard. of deities to duſt. 
Hence, heav'n looks down on earth with all her erg; 
Hence, the ſous mighty moment in her Fght ; 
Hence, ev*ry ſoul has partiſans above. 
And ev'ry thought a critic in the ſkies? 
Hence, clay, vile clay! has angels for its guiri, 
And ev*ry guard a paſſion for his charge: 

Hence from all age, the cabinet divine 

Has held high counſel o'er the fate of man. 

Nor have the clouds thoſe gracious counſcls hd, 

Angels undrew the curtain of the throne, 
Aud Providence came forth to meet mankind ; 
In various modes of emphaſis and awe, 
He ſpoke his will, and trembling nature heard ; 
Witneſs, thou Sinai ! * whoſe cloud-cover'd height, 
And ſhaking baſs, own'd the preſent God : 
Witneſs, ye billows ! + whoſe returning tide, 
Breaking the chain that faſten'd it in air, 
Swept Egypt, and her menaces, to hell! 
Witneſs, ye flames th* Afﬀyrian tyrant blew 4 
To ſeventold rage, as impotent, as ſtrong: 
And thou, earth! witneſs, whoſe expanding j2w3 
Clos'd o'er preſumption's facrilegious ſons:“ 
Has not each element, in turn ſubſcrib'd 
The ſouls high price, and ſworn it to the wiſe? 
Has not flame, occan, zther, earthquake, ſtrove 
To ſtrike this truth thro? adamantine mau 
If not all adamant. Lorenzo, hear; 
All is deluſion, Nature is wrapt up, 
In tenfold night, from reaſon's keeneſt eye; 
There's no coaſiſtence, meaning, plan, or cnd, 
In all beneath the ſun, in all above, 

As far as man can penetrate) or heav'n 
is an immenſe, ineſtimable prize; 


* Exod. xix. 16, 18. + Exod. xiv, 27, 4 Dat. 1 
1 Numb. xvi. 32. 
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7 all is nothin 3, Or that prize js All. 

Dad ſhall each toy be ſtill a match for heaven: 

Wd tulle uwalent for Sroans b below ? 

* no Would not give a trifle to x prevent 

Fat he would give a th outand worlds to cure: 
renzo, thou haſt ſeen (if thine, to fee) 

nature, and her God (by nature's cour ſe, 

d nature's courſe controul'd) declare for me 

he ſxies above proclaim © I mor tal man! 

4%, Man immortal be a1} below reſounds. 

F theology, 

| 1e greateſt ſtrangers to the ſchools; 

el, learn'd ; and ſages o'er a plough, | 

er, Lorenzo, then, 2 d on thee 

is hard altern * VE; or, to renounce 

rea: 2, and thy * Or, to believe: 
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then is unbelief? 27 0 au exploit; 
zuons enterprize: to gain it, man 
nerd thro? eviry bar of common ſenſe, 
cron ſh; me, magnanimonſ}r wrong. 
Wl !1t rewards the Nurde -ombatant? 
prize, re bentance; OY his crown. 
Te, intamy?— For want of faith, 
the Hee 1 te of Wrong he ſlides: 
Ppore Han in the ri: kt. 
1 Wanting, i; „ At leaſt 


do, ev'ry we aknefs, 85 every Zu ilt; 
„dig tempration ui pens it to h irth. 
W's [1's 5 gain invites him to the deed, 
ot his country ſold, his father faiz 2 
dae to purſue our good ſupreme; 
Alls fuß, eme, his only good is here. 
o „avarice, by the wiſe diſdain'd, 
Tiect page. white mankind are Foois, 

i turf, or tomb- -ſtone, covers all: 
und emp] oymeũt, and Provide for ſenſe 
e, r palcure, and a larger 13 nge; 

55 by rig ght divine aſcen ids the throne, 
 VIIIECS prize a: id proſpect are no more; 
more we think the will of heawn. 
"2 Quite beggar vi irtue, if beloy'd 
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18 


&« Has virtue charms?“ -I grant her heav'nly f 
But if unportion'd, all will int'reſt wed ; 
Tho? that our admiration, this our choice. 
The virtues grow on immortality; 
That root deſtroy'd, they wither and expire. 
A Deity believ'd, will nonght avail ; 
Rewards and puniſhments make God ador'd; 
And hopes and fears give conſcience all her pow' 
As in the dying parent dies the child, 
Virtue, with immortality, expires. 
Who tells me he denies his ſoul immortal, 
Whate'er his boaſt, has told me, he's a kuave. 
His duty *tis, to love himſelf alone; 
Nor care, tho* mankind periſh, if he ſmiles. 
Who thinks ere long the man ſhall wholly die, 
Is dead already, nought but brute ſurvives. 

And are there ſuch ?—Such candidates these 5: 
For more than death; for utter loſs of being, 
Being, the baſis of the Deity! 

Aſk you the cauſe — I he cauſe they will not te 
Nor need they: Oh, the ſorceries of ſenſe! 
They work this transformation on the ſoul, 
Diſmount her like the ſerpent at the fall, 
Diſmount her from her native wing (which fo. 
Ere-whiie ethereal heights) and throw her dow, 
To lick the duft, and crawl, in ſuch a thought. 

Is it in words to paint you? O ye fall'n! 
Fall'n from the wings of reaſon, and of hope! 
Erect in ſtature, prone in appetite' 

Patrons of pleaſure, poſting into pain! 5 
Lovers of argument, averſe to ſenſe! * 3 
Boaſters of liberty, faſt bound in chai:s! 
Lords of the wide creation, and-the ſhame! 
More ſe ſeleſs than th' irrationals you ſcorn! 
More baſe than thoſe you rule! Than thoie 50 
Far more undone ! O ye moſt infamous 

Of beings, from ſuperior dignity ! 

Deepeſt in woe from means of boundleſs bliſs! 
Ye curſt by bleſſings infinite! Becauſe 

Moſt highly favour'd, moſt profoundly loſt! 
Ye motley maſs of contradiction ſtrong! 


| 
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And are you, too, convinc'd, your fouls fly of 
In exhalation ſoft, and die in air, 
From the full flood of evidence againſt you? 
In the coarſe drudgeries and ſinks of ſenſe, 
Vour ſouls have quite worn out the make of heav'n 
By vice new-caſt, and creatures of your on- 
but tho? you can deform, you can't deſti oy; 
Jo curſe, not uncreate, is all your pow'r. 
Lorenzo, this black. brotherhood renounce; 
Nenounce St. Evremont * and read St. Paul. 
Fre wrapt by miracle, by reaſon wing'd, 
Mis mounting mind made long abode in heav'n. 
his is free thinking, uncontin'd to parts, 
No ſend the ſoul on "curious travel bent, 
E bro all the provinces of human thought; j 
To dart her flight, thro? the whole ſphere of man ; 
f this vaſt univerſe to make the tour; 
Jn each receſs of ſpace, and time, at home; 
uniliar with their wonders; diving deep; 
Nad, like a prince of boundleſs int'reſts there, 
Still moſt ambitious of the moſt remote; 
o look on truth unbroken, and entire; 
Truth in the ſyſtem, the full orb; where truths 
Sy truths enlighten'd, and ſuſtain'd, aftord 
n arch- like ſtrong foundation, to ſupport 
n' incumbent weight of abſolute, complete 
Nonviction; here, the more we preſs, we ſtand” 
Wore firm; who moſt examined moſt belicve. 
Fzrts, like half-ſentences, confound! The whole 
weys the ſenſe, and God is underſtood ; 
o not in fragments writes to the human race: 
ſed his whole volume, Sceptic; then reply. 
This, this, is thinking free, a thought that graſps 
youd a grain, and looks beyond an hour. 
Pra up'thine eye, ſurvey this midnight ſcene ; 
at are earth's Kingdoms, to yon boundleſs orbs 
bum: in ſouls, one day, the deſtin'd range? 
what yon boundleſs orbs, to godlike man? 
0 e num'rous worlds that throng the firmament, 
Mak more ſpace in heav*n, can roll at large 
JW inan's capacious thought, and fiill leave room 
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For ampler orbs; for new creations, there, 
Can ſuch a foul contract 1itielt, to gripe 
A point of no demenſion, of no weight? 
It can; it does: the world is fuch a point: 


And, of that point, how ſmall a part enflave: ! 
How. ſmall a part !—of Hothings ſhall IT tay? 
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Why not — Friends, our chief treaſure ! ho theve 


Lucia, Na WEIR fair, Philander, gone! 

i he grave, like fabled Cerberus, has op'd 
A triple mouth; and, in an awful voice, 
Loud calls my foul, and utters all I fing. 


How the . falls to pieces round about: 


And leaves us in à ruin of our joy! 

What ſavs this tranſportation of my frien: 
I: bids me love the place where now they 
And ſcorn this wretched ſpot, they leave 
Eternity's vaſt ocean hes before thee ; 


I here, there, Lorenzo! thy Clariiia ſails. 
Give thy mind ſca- room; Keep it wide of carth, 
1 hat rock of f ſouls immortal; cut thy chord; 
Weigh anchor: ſpread thy fails; call ev'ry wi: 
e thy great pole-ftar ; make the land of Jite. 
Two kinds of life, has doublematur'd man, 


Ey 


lafst 
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55 N Heath * , 
And CV Or de 105 q the Ac Lt far more ſeveie. 


Life animal is nurtur'd by the ſun; 
Thrives on his hounties, trinniphs in his 
Life rational ſubfiſts on higher tood, 
Trinmphant in his beams who made the d 
ag we leave that ſun, and are left by 


(he fate of all who die in ſtubborn guilt) 
is utter darkneſs; ſtrictly doubled death, 


We ſink by no judicial ſtroke of heav'n, 


But nature's courſe; as ſure as plumbets tall. 
Since God, or man, mutt alter, ere they 
(Since light and darkneſs blend not in on 
is manifeſt, Lorenzo! who muſt chang 

If, then, that double death ſhould prove t! 


1 


Blame not the bowels of the Deity; 


Man thall be blett, as far as man permits. 
Not man alone, all rationals, heav*n arms 
With an illuſtrious, but tremendous pow'r 
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To con! nteract its own moſt gracions ends : 
And this, of ſtrict 1 eceſſit y, not choice: 
That pow'r denv d, men, a nzels, 
But paſſive engines, void 1 Praifſc 
A nature nen za] implies 
being bleſt, or watch, d 
ſe idle rea ſon would have nought to do; 
he that would be barr'd « Capacity 
ain dcourts incapacity of 1; s. 


Wills our happiness » allows our a loom; 


-£ Us ardently, but not compels 
n but perſuades „almig! Hty m 


Were no more, 
s Or blame ; 
he POw?r 

as We pleaſe ; 


ETD os 


man vUecrees ; 
. 5 maker of immortal fates, 
Nan falls by man, it tinally he falls; 
A tall he muſt, who learns from death alone 
1 d readful ſec cret—That he lives for ever. 
Why this to thee ? -A hee yet, PRIOR gh in doubt 
W cond life? but wherefore doubtful 1511 
na | life is nature's ardeut wiſh: 
3 a -Itly we 'w ith, we ſoon believe 53 


. ny alth declares that wiſh de frov'd ; 
Wit | deſtroy'd it — hall 1 tell the e, Wh: at : 
car d the future, tis no longer with'd 
hen unwiſh? d, we ſtrive to Cit) veltc 


bu; n nile dur guilt betrays,” 
rethat the ſole detection bluſh, T -Oreizn, 


for hypocrif Y, if not for puile. 
uture fear 0 An Infidel —and fear! 

hat? a qrea m? a fable? Ho: 

u ling vide: ce, and an e ſtrong, 

05 an \ piidef Za'd ſupport 
UWDEHEF * at 1b de 

*. ares, ; al 155 immortal! ile „ 

48 rb ifid 15 turns out 

red, «and a confeſſion of our fins ; 1 

atés, th 1, are orthodox dir ines 

Ur 17 O, with Lorenzo clash 0 MOEN 

L. er a tranſ parent vizor we; 

| th ou, religion only has the mat 


e Satan's hynocri tes 
' it > 0 L 


orft, aud, at the bottom, fal! 
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When viſited by thought (thought will intrude) 

Like him they ſerve, they tremble, and believe, 

Is there hy pocriſy ſo foul as this? 

So fatal to the welfare of the world? 

What deteſtation, what contempt, their due! 

Aud if unpaid, be thank'd for their eſcape 

That chriſtian candour they firive hard to ſcorn, 

If not for that aſylum, they might find 

A hell on earth; nor ſcape a worſe below. 
With infolence, and impotence of thought, 

Inftead of racking fancy, to retute, 

Reform thy manners, and the truth enjoy.— 

But hall I dare confeſs the dire reſult ? 

Can thy proud reaſon brook ſo black a braid? 

From purer manners, to ſublimer faith, 

Is nature's unavo:dable aſcent ; 

In hone Deiſt, where the Goſpel ſhines, 

Matur'd to nobler, in the Chriſtian ends. 


When that bleſt change arrives, e'en caſt aſide Y 
7 his ſong ſuperfluous; life immortal ſtrikes N. 
Conviction, in a flood of light divine. . 
A Chriſtlan dwells, like * Uriel, in the ſun. . 
Meridian evidence puts doubt to flight; 4 
Aud ardent hope anticipates the ſkies, Þ1 
Ot that bright ſun, Lorenzo! ſcale the ſphere; bY 
is eaſy; it invites thee 3; it deſcends F 
From heav*u to WOO, and waft thee whence it cant; WWE" 
Read and revere the ſacred page; a page a 
v here triumphs immortality ; a page 4 
Which not the whole creation could produce; | In, 
Which not the conflaoration ſhall deſtroy; ih 
lu nature's rains not one letter loſt: - 
Yi 


lis printed in the mind of gods for ever. 
In proud diſdain of what cen gods adore, 1 


Do? imile?—Poor wretch; Y guardian a angel vet Ful 
A .gels, and men, aſſent to what 1 ſing; 1. il 
Wits ſmile, and thank me for my aldnight dream Ih | 
How vicious hearts fume frenzy to the brain! * 

. 


Parts puſh us on to pride, and pride to ſhame, 
Pert jafidelity is wit's cockade, 


* See Milton's Paradiſe Lok 
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To grace the brazen brow that braves the 188 


* 


23 loſs of being, dreadfully ſecure. 

Lorenzo! if thy doctrine wins the day, 

And drives my dreams, defeated, from the field; 
If this is all, if earth's the final ſcene, 


lake heed ; ſtand faſt ; be ſure to be a knave; 


EA knave in grain; ne*er deviate to the right: 


Shouldſt thou be good—How infinite thy loſs! 


EGuilt only makes Annihilation gain ! 


Bleſt ſcheme ! which life deprives of comfort, death 
Of hope; and which vice only recommends. 

If ſv; where, infidels, your bait thrown out 

To catch weak converts? Where your lofty boaſt 


Of zeal for virtue, and of love to man? 
Annihilation! I confeſs, in theſe. 


What can reclaim yon? Dare I hope profound 
Philoſophers the converts of a ſong ? 


Vet know, its * title flatters you, not me; 


Yours be the praiſe to make my title good; 
Mine, to bleſs heav'n, and triumph in your praiſe. 
But fince ſo peſtilential your diſeaſe, 
Tho ſov'reign is the med'cine I preſcribe, 
As yet, I'll neither triumph, nor deſpair: 
put hope, ere long, my midnight dream will Vas 
Your hearts, and teach your wiſdom—to be wit 
For why ſhould ſouls immortal, made for bliſs, 
er with (and with in vaio ) chat ſouls could die? 
What ne*er can die, Oh! grant to live; and crown 
The with, and aim, and labour of the ſkies ; 
Elacreaſe, and eriter on the joys of heav'n: 
Ihus ſhall my title paſs a ſacred ſeal, 
Receive an imprimatur from above, 
While angels ſhout—Aa infidel reclaim'd! 
To cloſe, Lorenzo! ſpite of all my pains, 


Full ſeems it ſtrange, that thou ſhouldſt live for ever“ 


Lit leſs firange, that thou ſhouldſt live at all? 
This is a miracle; and that no more 

bo gave begin ning, can exclude an z end. 
Dey chou art: then, doubt if thou ſhalt be. 


*. The Infidel reclaimed. 
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4 . . . 
A miracle with miracles inclos'd, 
Is man: and ftarts his faith at what is firan; 
What leſs than wonders, f 


om the wondertu. 


What leſs than miracles from God, can flow : 


dmit a God—that myſtery ſupreme ! 
cauſe uncavs'd!. All other wonders« 

tothins marvellous for him to do: 

—All is myſtery behdes; 


AT, one f T1 yt r; oe! Wa *h lar] er far 
1111110115 Q my * 183 ad UALR r 141 


2 wt : , 3 * — 1 
hen that thy wiſdom would, unwiſe], us 


IF weak thy faith, why choote the harde! 
Ve nothing know, but what is marvellous ; 
Let what 15 ans. we can't believe. 
So weak our reaſon, and ſo great our God, 
What moſt furprizes in the ſacred page, 

Or full as ſtrang 
Faith is not reaſon's labour, but repoſe. 


or ſtranger, muſt be true. 


10 OO and x vir tue,! why _— back War d ma 


The future, aint tly: can we, thei ny "be me 
, : reverſe is right. 
Reaſon is man's peculiar: ſenſe the brute 
he preſent is the ſcanty realm oi le ſe; 
The future, reaſon's empire uncoaũn'd: 
On n expe wee all her godlike 85 , 
plans, provides, expatiates, triumphs, 

11 here builds het bleſſings; 
And nothing aſks of fortune, or of men. 
And what is reaſon ? Be the thus, defin*d 
Reuton is upright ſlature in the foul, 
Oh! be a man ;—and ftrive to he a god. 

« For what? (thou ſay'ſt — to damp the j 
No; to give heart and ſubſtance to thy jo. 
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That tyrant, hope, mark, how ſhe domince 


She bids us quit realities for dreams ; 
Safety and peace, for hazard and alarm ; 
That tyra:at o'er the tyrants of the ſon], 
She bids ambition quit its taken prize, 
Spurn the luxuriant branch on which it ft 
1 ho* bearing crowns, to ſpring at diſtant g 


Iend plunge in toils and dangers—for repo! 


wy wet — — 
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2 
If hope precarious, and if things, when gain'd, 
Of little moment, and as little tay, 
Can ſweeten toils and dangers into joys; 
What then, that hope, which nothing can defeat, 
Our leave unaſk'd ? Rich hope of boundleſs bliſs! 
Bliſs, paſt man's pow'r to paint it; time's, to cloſe! 
This hope is earth's moſt eſtimable prize: 
This is man's portion, while no more than man: 
Hope, of all paſſions, moſt befriends us here; 
Paſons of prouder name befriend us leſs. 
Joy has her tears, and tranſport has her death; 
Hope, like a cordial, innocent tho? ſtrong, 
Man's heart, at once, inſpirits and ſerenes; 
Nor makes him pay his wiſdom for his joys: 
is all, our preſent ſtate can ſafely bear, 
Health to the frame! and vigour to the mind! 
A joy attemper'd! a chaſtis'd delight! 
Lixe the fair ſummer-evening, mild, and ſweet ! 
is man's full cup; his paradiſe below! 
A bleſt hereafter, then, or hop'd, or gain'd, 
J all z—our whole of happineſs: full proof, 
choſe no trivial or inglorious theme. 
Ad know, ye foes to ſong! (well-meaning men, 
Jo! quite forgotten * half your Bible's praiſe!) 
Wn ortant truths, in ſpite of verſe, may pleaſe : 
brive minds you praiſe; nor can you-praiſe too much, 
Wi there is weight in an eternity, 
L*: the grave liſten ;—and be graver ſtil}, 


* The poctical parts of it. 
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VIRTUE'S APOLOGY; 


o R, 


THE MAN OF THE WORLD AN SWE. 


\ xp 4 l 
In which are conſidered. 


Die Love of this Lie; ths Ambition and Ple 7 4 
Nit ani Wiſdom of the World, 
\ 


All, all, Lorenzo: make immortal, bleſt. 
nb! tals! What can ſhock us mor 
And vet Lorenzo til atiects the gror:d; 

There, flows his treature'; thence, his tit!“ 
Mau of the world! (for ſnch wouldſt thou b. 
And art thou proud of that inglorious {ty i: 
Proud of reproach? For a reproach it was, 
In ancient days; and Chrifiian,—in an age, 
When men were men, and not aſham*d of 
Fir'd their ambition, as it crown'd their jo; 
Sprinkled with dews from the Caſtalian 1oi.t 
Fain would I re-baptize thee, and confer 

A purer ſpirit, ande a nobler name. 

Thy fond attachmeats, fatal and inflan', 

Point out my pain, and dictate to my ſong: 

To thee, the world how fair! how ftronz1y Krk, 
Ambition! and gar pleaſare ftronger ſtill! 

Thy triple bane! the triple bolt, that lays 

Thy virtyys, eadt be theſe my triple theme; W « 
Nor all, „ „it, os dom, be forgot. 


- £* 


YVIRTUE'S APOLOGY . 


\F J's 
mmon the theme; not ſo the ſony ; 
200g 5 1 OKes;, 6 rania. i leig YI1S ro Aa 

charm that chains us to the world. ker for 
[- ſhe diflolves, the man of earth, at once, 
tarts from his trance, and ſighs for other ſcene 
nes, where theſe fparks of | grits theſe 
| anumber' d ſuns (for all thin I as tl! Icy oo 
The bleft behold ;} and, in one glory, pou 


Their blended blaze ou man's attonith'd fi: ht . 


ſtars fall 
HKars 1a] 


{Mine 


A blaze, the leaſt illuſtrious object t there. 
Lorenzo! ſince eternal is at hand, 
allow time's ambitions; as the vaſt 
5 12, the bubbles vain, that ride 
High on the foaming c fl. what ava 
High __ „high rw at, ann high 
It u \'d our hi igheſt? O Lorenzo! 
Nat lotty thoughts, theſe elements above, 
\ 
\ 


i4 


U 


at tos ting hopes, what ſallies from the! 
Hat grand ſurveys of deſtiny divine, 

id pompovs preſage of unfathom'd fate. 
ud roll in boſon o where a ſpirit burns 
ind or een b eee read 
Hm, who foibles in archangels fees! 

h. man i hearts he bends a jealous eye. 
d © ORAL and in heav” us regler rolls 
riſe and progreſs of each option there; 
ted to doomſday! that the page near 
1d ſpreads us to the g gaze of gods and m. 
\nd what an option, O Lorenzo! thine 
world! and this, unrivall'd by as ies! 
world, where luſt of pleaſure, grandeur Eee 
res Fa emons that divide its realms hetweer 
th ſtrokes alternate buffet to an fro 
15 reſtleſs heart, their ſport, their flying ba! 
uh with the giddy circle, ſick and tir'd, 
2ants for peace, and drops into d&ſpair. 

is the world Lorenzo ſets above 
t glorious promiſe, angels were eſteem'd 
% mean to bring; a promiſe, their ador'e 
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Such is the world Lorenzo's wiſdom woos, 

And on its thorny pillow ſeeks repoſe; 

A pillow, which, like opiates ill prepar'd, 

Intoxicates, but not compoſes ; fills 

The vil.onary mind with gay chimeras, 

All the wild traſh of ſleep, without the reſt; 

What unteign'd travel, and what dreams of joy 
How frail, men, things! how momentary both 

Fantaftic chace, of ſhadows hunting ſhades ! 

The gay, the buſy, equal, tho' unlke ; 

Equal in wiſdom, difterently wiſe! 

Thro? flow'ry meadows, and thro? dreary waſtes, 

One buſtling, and one dancing, into death. 

There's not a day, but, to the man of thought 

Betrays ſome ſecret, that throws new reproach 

Ou life, ard makes him fick of ſeeing more. 

The ſcenes of bus'neſs tell us“ What arc men;” 

The ſccnes of pleaſure—*« What is all beſiqe:“ 

There others we deſpiſe; and here, ourielves. 

Amid diſguſt eternal, dwells delight? 

*Tis approbation ſtrikes the ſtrings of joy. 
What wondrous prize has Kindled this career, 

Stuns with the din, and choaks us with the duſt, 

On life's gay ſtage, one inch above the grave! 

The proud run up and dow: in queſt of eyes; 

Ihe ſenſual in purſuit of ſomething worſe 

The grave, of gold; the politic, of puw'r; 

And all, of other butterflies, as vain ! 

As eddics draw things frivolous, and light, 

How is man's heart by vanity drawn in! 

On the ſwift circle of returming toys; 


Whirl'd, ſtraw-like, round and round, and then * 
Where gay deluſion darkens'to deſpair ! [eit 


« This is a beaten track. Is this a track 
Should not be beaten! Never beat enough, 
Till enough learat the truths it would inſpire. 
Shall truth be filent becauſe folly frowns : 
Turn the world's hiſtory ! what find we there. 
But fortune's ſports, or nature's cruel claims, 
Or woman's artifice, or man's revenge, 

And endleſs inhumanities on man! 
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Fame's trumpet ſeldom ſounds, but, like the knell, 
It brings bad tidings! How it houtly blows 
Man's miſadventures round the lifPning world! ' 
Man is the tale of narrative old time ; | 
Sad tale; which high as paradiſe begins? 
As if, the toil of travel to delude, | 
From ſtage to ſtage, in his eternal round, 
The days, his daughters, as they ſpin our hours 

On fortune's wheel, where accideat unthoughit 
Of, in a moment, ſnap's life's ſtrongeſt thre:d, 

Each, in her turn, ſome tragic ſtory tells, 

With, now-and-then, a wretched farce between ; | 
Aud bills his chronicle with human woes, 

1:me's daughters, true as thoſe of men, deceive us; 

Not one, but puts ſome cheat on all mankind : 

While in their father's boſom, not yet outs, 
hey flatter our fond hopes; and promiſe much 

Of amiable; but hold him not o'er-wiſe, 1 
Wuo dares to truſt them; and laugh round the year, 
At ſtill-confiding, ſtill-con founded man; 4 
Confiding, tho? confounded ; hoping on, 

Untaught by trial, unconvinc'd by proc, 

And ever looking for the never ſeen : 

Life to the lab, like harden'd felon, les; 

Nor owns itſelf a cheat, till it expires. 

Its little joys go out by one and one, 
And leave poor man, at length, in perfeR night: 
ENbt darker than what now involves the pole. 

O Thou, who doſt permit theſe ills to tall, 
Fer gracious ends, and wouldſt that man mould mourn ! 
thou, whoſe hand this goodly fabric fram'd, 
BWV lo know'ſhit beſt, and wouldſt that man thould Know, 
hate is this ſublunary world? A vapour! 
A vapour all it holds; itſelf, a vapour, 
From the damp hed of chaos, by thy beam 
FE :ha!'d, ordain'd to ſwim its deftin'd hour 
In ambient air, then melt, and diſappear. 
bis days are number'd, nor remote her doom; 
mortal, tho? leſs tranſient, than her ſons; 
Wl ct they doat on her, as the world and they 
Nere both eternal, ſolid; Thou! a dream. 
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They doat, on what? Immortal views apart, 
A region of outſides; a land of ſhadows ! 
A fruitful field of low'ry promiſes! 
A wilderneſs of jovs ! perplex'd with doubts, 
And ſharp with thorns! A troubled ocean, ſpread, 
With bold adventurers, their all on board; 
No ſecond hope, if here their fortune frowns; 
frown ſoon it muſt, Of various rates they ai], 
Ot enſigns various; all alike in this, 
All refileſs, anxious; toſs'd with hopes and-tcars, 
In calmeſt tkies; obnoxious all to ſtorm ! 
And ſtormy the moſt gen'ral blaſt of life: 
All bound for happineſs? yet fes provide 
The chart of knowledge, pointing where it les; 
Or virtue's helm, to ſhape the courſe deſigu'd: 
All, more or leſs, capricious fate lament, 
Now lirted by the tide, and now reforb'd, 
And farther from their wiſhes than betore : 
All, more or leſs againſt each other daſh, 
To mutual hurt, by guſts of paſhon driv'n, 
And ſuft'ring more from folly than from fat: 
Ocean! thou dreadful and tumultuous hon. 
Of dangers, at cternal war with man! 
Death's capital where moſt he domineers, 
With all his choſen terrors frowning round 
(1 ho? lately feaſted high at Albion's* coſt } 
Wide-op'ning, and loud-roaring ftill for more 
Too faithful mirror; how doſt thou reflect 
The melancholy face of human lite! 
The ſtrong ſemblance tempts me farther fi 
And, haply, Britain may be deeper firuck 
By mortal truth, in ſuch a mirror ſeen, l 
Which nature holds for ever at her eve. 
Seli-flatter'd, unexperieac'd, high in hope, 
When young, with ſanguine cheer and ftrean cre ls 


We cut our cable, launch into the world, AI 
And foridly dream each wind and ftar our tri-10 . 
1 All, in ſome darling enterprize embark'd: 1 
| But where is he can fathom its event? I 


—— 


* Admiral Balchen, &c, 
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Amid a multitude of artleſs hands, 
Eula's fure perquiſite her lawful prize! 

2 ſtecr aright; but the black blaſt blows hard, 
And my them wide of hope : with hearts of proof, 
Full a: ainſt wind and tide, ſome win their way; 

* | nen ſtrong efturt has deſerv 1 the port, 

tugg'd it into view, 'tis won! 'tis loſt! 

' ſtrong their Oar, ſtill ſtron Jer is their fate: 
hey ſtrike; and while they triumph, they expire. 
treſs of weather, moſt; ſome ſink outright; 
Oer them, and o'er their names, the billows cloſe; 
| 0-morrow Knows not they were ever born. 
Others a thort memorial leave behind, 
xe a flag floating, when the bark's ingulph'd ; 
loats a moment and is ſeen no more. 
One Cæſar lives ; a thouſand are forgot. 
few beneath GG planets born, 
arlings of Providence! fond fate's elect!) 

With for clling fails make good the promis'd port, 
hall their wiſhes freighte: d! Vet ev'n theſe; 
reit web with all their withes, ſoon complain: 

bree from misfortune, not from nature free, 

ey fill are men: and when is man ſecure? 

neu time as ſtorm! the ruſh of years 

Beats down their firength: their numberleſs eſcapes 
tuin end: And, now, their proud ſucceſs 

Wl! plaar new terrors on the victor's brow: 
het pain to quit the world, juſt made their own, 

\cir neſt ſo deeply down'd, and built fo high! 
„low they build, who build beneath the ſtor m. 
Woe then apart. (if woe apart can be 

From mortal man) and fortune at our nod, 

Urte gay! rich! great! triumphant! and auguſt! 
J Vit are they: The moſt happy (ſtrange to ſay !) 

KCovince me moſt of human miſery : 

WV hit are they? Smiling wretches of to-morrow! 
3 ore w retched, then, than e'er their ſlave can be: 
heir treach'rous bleſſings, at the day of need, 
* xe other faithleſs friends, unmaſk, and ſting: 
Lhei nde hat provoking indigence in wealth 

' aßggravated impotence in power! 
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High titles, then, what inſult of their pain! 

If that fole anchor, equal to the waves, 

Immortal hope! defies not the rude ſtorm, 

Takes comfort from the foaming billow's rage, 

And makes a welcome harbour of the tomb. 
Is this a ſketch of what thy ſoul admires? 

& But here {thou ſay'ſt) the miſeries of life 

&« Are huddled in a group. A more diſtinct 

“ Survey, perhaps, might bring thee better news.“ 

Look on life's frages: They ſpeak plainer ſtill: 

The plainer they. the deeper wilt thou figh, 

Look on thy lovely boy: in him behold 

he beſt that can befal the beſt on earth: 

1 he boy has virtue by his mother”s fide : 

Yes, on Florello look: a father's heart 

Is teader, tho' the man's is made of ſtone : 

The truth, thro' ſuch a medium ſeen, may max? 

Impreſhon deep, and fondneſs prove thy friend. 
Mlorello, lately caſt on this rude coaſt 

A helpleſs infant: now a heedleſs child: 

Jo poor Clarifla's throes, thy care ſucceeds : 

Care full of love, and yet ſevere as hate! 

O'er thy ſoul's joy how oft thy fondneſs frown*, 

Needful auſterities his will reftrain : 

As thorns fence in the tender plant from harm. 

As yet, his reaſon cannot go alone: 

But aſks a fterner nurſe to lead it on. 

His little heart is often terrify'd ; 

The bluſh of morning, in his cheek, turns pale, 

Its pearly dew-drop trembles in his eye; 

His harmleſs eye! and drowns an angel there, 

Ah! what avails his innocence? Ihe tatk 

Injoin'd muſt diſcipline his early pow'rs; 

He learns to ſigh, ere he is Known to fin; 

Guiltleſs, and ſad! A wretch before the ta!!! 

How cruel this! more cruel to forbear, 

Our nature ſuch, with neceſlary pains 

We purchaſe proſpects, of precarious peace : 

T ho? not a father, this might ſteal a figh, 
Suppoſe him diſciplin'd aright (if not 

> Twill fink our poor account to poorer ſtill; 
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He leaps incloſure e, bounds into the world; Mi 

| Id is taken, after ten years toil, $1! 
* ancient I roy, and all irs Jovs his own. f 

Vas! the world's a tutor more {ev cre; wy. 

lis lelon's hard, and 111 deſerves his pal! E * | 

Uuteaching all his virtuous nature ta; ght, 

U? books (fair virtues advocites:)\ j {Pit d. 1 
For ho recef ee into public lite 1 
| ae world, the cert 2-tiha] breed, if | 

Welcome a O. 0 ſty anger to the ſph 

Ich glitter“. Gi long, at ditt. 11C2, IN Nis A; he 191 
d, in their he O'pitable arms inc oe: | 


10 think nought ſo fi; one of the romance 

K Knight-e: rant, as a real {1 end: 

chat act up to reaſor's golden rule, 

*3Kneſs of ag 3 1 quite ſubdu'd: 

Men, that wou! Id bluſh at 5 ing thou ght ſincere 
; 
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Nad feign, tor os , the 5 w faults they Walt: 
Tat love à1 ey where truth would pay as well ; 
B< if, to ther „ vice ſhone her own rey: rd. 

. Lorenzo! canfi thou bear a ſhockin lg light? 

* 


tor F:orella's lake, "twill now a ppear ' 
© tc feed les of ſe caſon'd v eterans, 
to the wol Id, in burniſh d fa! Mehood bright 
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i ds eternal—durin g intereſt : 
los implacable—u den worth their v chile N 
Far with G cry welfare, but their own: 
45 LUCifer:: and half as good: 
ESO whom 130 Ie, but Lucifer can gain 3 
1 „ thro? theſe (ſo common fate Ordains ) 1 
N F heart. h 11S Crue] cCOurte he runs, N 
but of all, moſt amiable in life, | | 
Pat ruth, and open thor ght, and ſmiles unfeion'd.:; p 2 
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162 THE COMPLAINT. Night VII. 
Will coſt him many a ſigh; till time and pains, 
From the ſlow miſtreſs of this ſchool, experience, 
And her aſſiſtant, pauſing, pale, diſtruſt, 
Purchaſe a dear bought clue, to lead his youth 
Ihro' ſerpentine obliquities of lite, 
And the dark labyrinth of human hearts. 
And happy! if the clue ſhall come ſo cheap; 
For, while we learn to fence with public guilt, 
Full oft we feel its foul contagion too, 
If leſs than heav'nly virtue is our guard. 
Thus, a ſtrange Kind of curſt neceſſity 
Brings down the ſterling temper of his ſou], 
By baſe alloy, to bear the current ſtamp 
Below call'd wiſdom ; finks him into ſafety ; 
And brands him into credit with the world! 
Where ſpecious titles dignify difgrace ; 
And nature's injuries are arts of life; 
Where brighter reaſon prompts, to bolder crimes; 
And heav*nly talents make infernal hearts! 
That unſurmountable extreme of guilt! 
Poor Machiavel! who labour'd hard his plan, 
Forgot, that genius need not go to ſchool! 
Forgot, that man without a tutor wiſe, 
His plan had praQtis'd, long before ?twas writ, 
ihe world's all title-page, there's no contents; 
1he world's all face; the man who ſhews his heart, 
Is haoted for his nud:ties, and ſcorn'd. 
A man I knew who liv'd upon a ſmile; 
And well it fed him ; he look'd plump and fair, 
While rankeit venom foam'd thro” ev*ry vein, 
Lorenzo, what I tell thec, take not ill! 
Living, he fawu'd on ev'ry fool alive; 
And, dying, curs'd the friend on whom he lived. 
o ſuch proficients thou art half a ſaint. 
In foreign realins (for thou haſt traveil'd tar) 
How curious to contemplate two ſtate rocks, 
dtudious their neits to feather in a trice, 
With all the necromantics of their art, 
Playing the game of taces on each other, 
Making court {weet-meats of their latent gal, 
In fooliſh hope, to ſteal each other's tru't; 


1 88 


r 


VIRTUES APOLOGY. 163 


Both cheating, both exulting, both deceived; 

And, ſometimes, both (let earth rejoice) undone ! 
Their parts we doubt not; but be that their ſhame; 
Shall men of talents, fit to rule mankind, 

Stoop to mean wiles that would diſgrace a fool, 

And loſe the thanks of thoſe few friends they ſerve? 


For who can thank the man he cannot ſee ! 
Why ſo much cover? It defeats itſelf, 
Ye that know all things! Know ye not, men's hearts 
Are therefore known, becauſe they are conceal'd? 
For why conceal'd: I he cauſe they need not tell. 
give him joy that's aukward at a lie; 
Whoſe feeble nature truth keeps till in awe ; 
His incapacity is his renown. 
'Tis great, 'tis manly, to diſdain diſguiſe; 
It ſhews our ſpirit, or it proves our ſtrength. 
thou ſay'ſt, *tis needful: Is it therefore right? 
Howe'er, I grant it ſome ſmall ſign of grace, 
To ſtrain at an excuſe; And wouldit thou then 
Eſcape that cruel need? I hou may}, with eaſe; 
Think no poſt needful that demands a knave. 
When late our civil helm was ſhifting hands, 
do P thought: Think better if you can. 
But this, how rare! the public path of life 
dirty: — Vet, allow that dirt its due, 
t makes the noble mind more noble ſtill: 
he world's no neuter ! it will wound, or fave: 
Our virtue quench, or indignation fire. 
You lay, the world, well know n, will make a man : 
The world, well- ee will give our hearts to heav'n, 
t Or make us dæmons, 10: ig before we die. 
lo ſhew how fair the world (thy Ry. ſhines, 
Jake either part, ſure ills attend the choice 
Sure, tho" not equal, detriment enſues. 
5 virtue's ſelf is deify'd on earth: 
Virtue has her relapſes, conflicts, foes : 
& foes, that ne er fail to make her feel their hate. 
Virtue has her peculiar ſet of pains. 
— friends to virtue, laſt, and leaſt, complain 
But if they ſigh, can others hope to {inile ? 
wiſdom has her miſeries to mourn, 
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How can poor folly lead a happy life? 
And if both ſuffer, what has earth to boaſt, 
Where he's moſt happy, who the leaſt laments? 
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Where much, much patience, the moſt envy'd ſtate, 


And ſome forgiveneſs, needs the beſt ot friends 


For friend, or happy life, who looks not higher, 


Of neither ſhall we find the ſhadow here. 
The world's ſworn advocate, without a fee, 

Loreazo ſmartly, with a ſmile replies: 

« "| hus far my ſong | is right: and all muſt On, 

&« Virtus has her peculiar ſet of pains.— 

« And joys peculiar who to vice denies ? 

& Tf vice it is, with nature to comply: 

& Tf pride and ſenſe, are fa predonunant, 

© To check, not overcome them, maKes a ſaint 

« Can nature in a plainer voice proclaim 

« Pleaſure, and glory, the chief good of man?” 
Can pride and ſenſuality, rejoice,? 

From purity of thonght, all pleaſure ſprings : 

And, from an humble ſpirit all our peace. 

Ambition, pleature Let us talk of theſe : 

Of theſe, the porch, and academy talk'd: 

Of theſe, each tollowing age had much to ſay: 

Yet unexhauſted, ſtill, the needful theme. 

Who talks of theſe, to mankiad all at once 

He talks.: for where's the ſaint from either :: 


Are theſe thy refuge!—No: theſe ruſh upon t 


i hy vitals ſeize, aud, vulture-like, devour : 
] 11 yy if 1 can pluck thee from thy rock, 
Promethens, from this barren ball of earth : 
If reaſon can nnchain thee, thou art free. 
And, arſt, thy Caucaſus, ambition calls: 
Mountain of torments! eminence of woes! 
Of courted woes! aud courted thro' miſtake! 
is not ambition charms thee: 'tis a cheat 
Will make thee ſtart, as H at his mac 
Doft graſp ar at-oreatneſs: Firſt, know what ius 
Think'ſt thou thy greatneſs in diſtinction lies 
Not in the feather; wave it e'er ſo high, 
By fortune ſtruck to mark us from the thro 
Is glory lodged: I is lodg'd iu the reverſc : 
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If this a true criterion, many courts, * 
Illuftrious, might afford but few grandees, 
1h' Almighty, from his throne, on earth ſurveys 

Nought greater, than an honeſt, humble heart; 
An humble heart, his reſidence! pronounc'd 
His ſecond ſeat ; and rival to the ſkies. 

The private path, the ſecret acts of men, 

If noble, far the nobleſt of our lives! 

How far above Lorenzo's glory fits 

Th' illuſtrious maſter of a name unknown; 
Whoſe worth unrivall'd, and unwitneſs'd, loves 


Life's ſacred ſhades, where gods converſe with men; 


And peace beyond the world's conception, ſmiles 
As thou! (now dark) before we part, ſhall ſee, 
But thy great ſoul this ſkulking glory ſcorns, 
Lorenzo's fick, but when Lorenzo's ſeen ; 
And, when he ſhrugs at public bus'neſs, lies; 
Deny'd the public eye, the public voice, 
As if he liv'd on others breath, he dies. 
Fain would he make the world his pedeſtal ; 
Mankind, the gazers, the ſole figure, he. 
Knows he, that mankind praiſe againſt their will, 
And mix as much diſtraction as they can! 
Knows he, that faithleſs fame her whiſper has, 
As well as trumpet! Ihat his vanity 
Is ſo much tickled from not hearing all! 
Knows this all-knower, that from itch of praiſe, 
Or, from an itch more ſordid, when he ſhines, 
Taking his country by five-hundred ears, 
Senates at once admire him, and deſpiſe, 
With modeſt laughter lining loud applauſe, 
Which makes the ſmile more mortal to his fame? 
His fame, which (like the mighty Cæſar) crown'd 
With laurels, in full ſenate, greatly falls, 
By ſeeming friends, that honour, and deſtroy. 
We riſe in glory, as we fink in pride; 
Where boaſting ends, there dignity begins; 
And yet, miſtaken beyond all miſtake, 
The blind Lorenzo's proud—of being proud; 
And dreams himſelf aſcending in his fall. 
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\n eminence, tho? fancy'd, turns the brain; 
vice wants hellebore ; but of all vice, 

de loudeſt calls, and for the largeſt bowl; 
-zuſe, all other vice unlike it flies, 

fact, the point, in fancy moſt purſued. 

10 court applauſe, oblige the world in this; 
ey gratify man's paſſion to refuſe, 

xerior honour, when aſſum'd, is loſt ; 

'n good men turn banditti, and rejoice, 

de Kouli Kan, in plunder of the proud. 
ho' ſomewhat diſconcerted, ſteady ſtill 
the world's cauſe, with half a face of joy, 
10120 crie “ Be, then, ambition caſt ; 
Ambition's dearer far ſtands unimpeach'd, 
Gay pleaſure? Proud ambition is her ſlave; 
For her, he ſoars at great, and hazards ill; 
For her, he fights, and bleeds, or overcomes ; 
And paves his way, with crowus, to reach her ſmile: 
Who can refit her charms ?”'—OQOr, ſhould ? Lorenzo, 
hat mortals ſhall reſiſt, where angels yield? 
eaſure's the miſtreſs of ethereal pow'rs ; 

or her contend the rival gods above; 

leaſure's the miſtreſs of the world below; 

ad well it is for man that pleaſure charms ; 

oy would all ftagnate, but for pleaſure's ray! 

low would the frozen ſtream of action ccaſe! 

hat is the pulſe of this ſo buſy world? 

ne love of pleaſure ; that, thro? ev'ry vein, 

brows motion, wrath ; and ſhuts out death from life, 

Tho' various are the tempers of mankind, 

eaſure's gay family holds all in chains: 

ome moſt affect the black; and ſome the fair; 

ome honeſt pleaſures court; and ſome obſcene, 
leaſures obſcene are various, as the throng 

t paſſions, that can err in human hearts, 

Mittake their objects or tranſgreſs their bounds, 

Think you there's but one whoredom? Whoredom all, 
| butarhen our reaſon licences delight. 
Voſt doubt, Lorenzo? Thou ſhalt doubt no more. 
thy father chides thy gallantries ! yet hugs 
An ugly common harlot in the dark; 
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A rank adulterer with others gold; 4 
And that hap, Vengeance, in a corner, c! 


1 
Hatred her brother has, as well as love, 40 
Where horrid epicures debauc in blood. Nas r 
Whate'er the motive, pleaſure is the mar 20 
For her the black aſtaſſin draws his ord; 1 
For her, dark ſtateſmen trim their midnight lamp, D ho* 1 
To which no fingle ſacrifice may fall; Not 
For her, the faint abſtains; the miſer ſtarves Nay'ſt 
The ftoic proud, for pleaſure, pleaſure ſcorn'd; Nauſtt 
For her, Affliction's daughters grief iudulge, Know? 
And fd, or hope, a luxury in tears; | Ittend 
For her, gullt, ſhame, toil, danger, we defy ; Ind kn 
And, with an aim voluptuons, ruth on death, Pag 
Thus univerſally her defpotic pow'r. 2 0 
And as her r wide her praiſe is juſt. nd 
Patron of pl:ifure! doater on delight! rd 
Jam thy rival ; pleature I pro eſs; ior 
Pleaſure 's the pur; le of my gloomy ſor Jo man 
Pleature is no oght b but virtne's FAYer na! raven 


Veith 
fer ſme 
It it 
Ith un: 


* 
, 


I wrongs her ill, I rate her worth tog 10 | 
Virtue the root, and pleaſure is the flow'r ; 
And honeſt Epicurus' foes were fools 

But this ſounds harſh, and gives the "i Oil. 
If o'erfirain'd wiſdom ſtill retains the name. 


Gau, 


How Knits aner ty her cloudy brow, We C1011 
And blames, as bold, and hazardous, the praiſe Pit m 
Of pleaſure, to mankind, unprais 4d, too dear! Wit be 
Ye modern ſtoics ! hear my 1 reply: — Nek © 
heir ſenſes men will truſt: w can't impoſe: Fir, ple 
Or, if we could, is impoſition right: Neht fe 
Own ho ey ſweet, but, owning, add this ſting; Pitienc 
When mixt with poiſon, it is deadly too.” ears h 
Truth never was indebted to a le. Ned in 
Is nonght but virtue to be prais'd, as good Þ virth, 
Why then! is health preferr'd before diſeaſe: What a 
What nature loves is good, without our lea: | „ but ! 
And where no future "drawba ick cries, © be ware, then, 
Pleaſure, tho' not from virtue, mould prevail. Piice to 
is balm to life, and gratitude to heav'n; 
How cold our thanks for bounties unenjo 914 
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we of pleaſure is man's eldeſt-born, 

n his cradle, living to his tomb; 

dom, her youngeſt ſiſter, tho? more grave, 

Was meant to miniſter, and not to mar, 

imperial pleaſure, queen of human hearts. 

| Loreazo, thou her majeſty's renown'd, 

I ho* uncoift, counſel, learned in the world! 

Who think'ſt thyſelf a Murray, with diſdali 
lay'ſt look on me. Yet, my Demoſthenes! * 
banſt thou plead pleaſnre's ca- v5 well as J: 
nowft thou her nature, purpoſe, parentage? 
tend my ſong, dad thou Malt know them alls 
Ind know thyſelf; and know thyſelf to be 
biranre truth!) the moſt abſtemious man alive. 
cl! not Califta ; ſhe will laugh thee dead; 

ad thee to her hermitage with I. 0 
Wind preſumption! T hou who never knew 
{er10ns thought! ſhalt thou dare dream of joy? 
man e'er found a happy life by chance, 

on dit into being with a wiſh; 

eich che ſnout of grov'ling appetite, 

er ſmelt it out, and grubb'd it from the dirt. 

W 2rt it is, and muſt be learnt ; and learnt 

Wh uaremitting effort, or be loſt ; 

Nlave us perfect blockheads in our bliſs, 
clouds may drop down titles and eftates ; 

n may ſeek us; but wiſdom muſt be ſought ; 
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Went before all; but (how unlike all elſe 
ek on earth!) 'tis never ſought in vain. 


d, pleaſure's birth, riſe, ſtrength, and grandeur ſee: 


Nint forth by wiſdom, nurs'd by diſcipline, 
Vence taught, by perſeverance crown'd, 
cars her head majeſtic ; round her throne, 
Fed in the hoſom of the juſt, 
g v.rtne, lifted, forms her manly guard, 
are virtues? (formidable name!) 
„but the fountain, or defence, of joy? 
en, commanded? Need mankind commands, 
ee to merit, and to make, their bliſs ?— 


* A famous Grecian orator; 
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—_ Great Legiſlator! ſcarce ſo great, as kind! 7 
1 ä If men are rational, and love delight, A 
| [| 1hy gracious law but flatters human choice ; * 
_ In the tranſgreſſion lies the penalty; 
vl [| And they the moſt indulge who mo? obev. F) 
| Or pleaſure, next, the inal cauſe g plare ; Th 

| Its mighty purpoſe, its importan: end, | Car 

Not to turn human brutal, but te build Tr 

| Divine on human, plcaſure came trom heav'n. EW, 

: | In aid to reaſon v us th. udeſs ſent ; v5 
' To call vp all its frength by ſuch a charm, Ine 
Pleaſure, firſt fuccours virtue; in 3 Hear 

| Virtue gives pleaſure an eternal reig did v 
What, but the pleaſure of food, friendſhip, Faith Win 
Supports life nat'ral, civil, and divine? Doc, 

| *Tis from the pleaſure of repaſt, we live; Poor 1; 

is from the pleaſure of applauſe, we pleaſe ; 4 5, 

is from the pleaſure of beliet, we pray Ito: p 

| | (All pray'r would ceaſe, if unbeliev'd the prize; DMothe: 
It ſerves ourſelves, our ſpecies, and our God; len of 

And to ſerve more, is paſt the ſphere of man. bey f. 

ö Glide, then, for ever pleaſure's ſacred ſtream 500d w 

| Thro? F,. us Euphrates ran, it runs, "hat n: 

[ And foſters ev'ry growth of happy life ; ith pie 

i Makes a new Eden where it flows—but ſuch "iy 

£ | As muſt be loſt, Lorenzo, by thy fall. ſcien 
5 « What mean I by thy fall: —Thou'lt ſhort!y { nfeeble, 
While pleaſure's nature is at large diſplay'd | feixn'g 
Already ſung her origin and ends. ne we 

7 hoſe gloriovs ends, by kind, or by degrec, foe to 

When pleaſure violates, 'tis then a vice, ne Gif 

And vengeance too; it haſtens into pain: nd in his 

From due refreſhment, life, health, reaſon, joy; | 0: piety 

From wild exceſs, pain, grief, diſtraction, death; nd, on hv 

Heav'n's juſtice this proclaims; and that her oe. bd yet i; 

What greater evil can I wiſh my foe, - foul in cc 

Than his full draught of pleaſure, from a cak tls not th 

Unbroach'd by juſt authority, ungaug'd be whirls f 

By temperance, by reaſon unrefin'd? Deity bel 

A thouſand demons lurk within the lee. Deity ado. 


— —— — 


Heav'n, others, and ourſelves! Uninjur'd these, Deity belo 
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Drink deep; the deeper, then, the more divine; 
Angels are angels from indulzence there; 
'Tis vnrepenting pleaſure makes a god, 
Doft think thyſelf a god from other joys? 
A victim rather! ſhortly ſure to bleed. 


he wrong muſt mourn : can heav'n's appointments fail? 


Can man outwit Omnipotence? ſtrike out 
A felf-wrought happinets unmeant by him 
Who made us, and the world we ſhould enjoy? 
Who forms an inftrument, ordains from whence 
Its difonance, or harmony, ſhall riſe, 
Heav'n bid the ſoul this mortal frame inſpire; 
Did virtue's ray divine inſpire the ſoul 
With unprecarious flows of vital jov ; 
And, without breathing, man as well might hope 
For life, as, without piety, for peace. 

is virtue, then, and piety the ſame:?“ 
No; piety is more; *tis virtue's ſonrce; 
1 lother of ev'ry worth, as that, of joy. 
dien of the world this doctrine ili d. geſt; 
he y \mile at piety ; yet boaſt alond 
Pood will to men; nor know they firive to part 
hat nature joins ; and thus confute themſelves. 
ich piety begins all good on earth; 
5 the firſt-born of rationality, 

ſcience, her firſt law broken, wounded lies, 
nfeebled, lifeleſs, impotent to good; 
 feizn'd affection bounds her utmoſt pow'r, 
pme we can't love, but for th? Almighty's ſake; 
toe to God was ne'er true friend to man: 
me ſiniſter intent taints all he does; 
nd in his Kindeſt actions he's unkind. 
n picty, humanity is built; 
id, on humanity, much happineſs ; 
dd yet 111] more on piety itſelf, 
lo . in commerce with her God, is heav'n: 
not the tumults and the ſhocks of life; 
1 ewhi rls of paſhons, and the ſtrokes of heart; 
Deity believ'd, is joy begun 
Deity ador'd, is joy advanc'd ; 
Deity belov'd, is joy 8 
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Tach branch of piety delight inſpires 
Faith builds a bridge from this world to the neut, 
O'er death's dark. gulph, and all its horror hide: ; 
Praiſe, the ſweet exhalation of our joy, 
That joy exalts, and makes it ſweeter till ; 
Pray'r ardent opens heav'n, lets down a ſtream 
Ot glory on the conſecrated hour 
Of man, in audience with the Deity. 
Who worſhips the great God, that inſtant joins 
1he firft in heav'n, and ſets his foot on hell. 
Lorenzo, when waſt thou at church before? 
Thou think'ſt the ſervice long: but is it juſt? 
Tho! juſt, unwelcome : thou hadſt rather tread 
Unhallow'd ground; the muſe, to win thine car, 
NMuft take an air leſs folemn, She complies. 
Good conſcience! at the found the world retires 
Verſe diſaficcts it, and Lorenzo ſmiles ; 
Yet has ſhe her ſeraglio full of charms: 
And ſuch as age thall heighten, not impair. 
Art thou dejectied? Is thy mind o'ercaſt? 
Amid her fair ones, thou the faireſt choofe, 


To chace thy gloom “ Go fix ſome weighty trut!; 


«© Chain down ſome paſhon, do ſome gen'rous go 
© Teach ignorance to ſee, or grief to {mile ; 

« Correct thy friend; befriend thy greateſt foe; 
« Or with warm heart, and confidence divine, 


« Spring up, and lay ſtrong hold on him who made!“ 


— hy gloom is ſcatter'd, ſprightly ſpirits tow, 
Tho? wither'd is thy vine, and harp unſtruny. 
Doſt call the bowl, the viol, and the dance, 


Loud mirth, mad laughter? Wietched comforter: 


Phyſicians! more than half of thy diſcaſc. 
Laughter, tho? never cenſur'd yet as lin 
(Pardon a thought that only ſeems ſ{everc) 
Is half-immoral: is it much indulg'd ? 

By venting ſpleen, or diſſipating thought, 
Is ſhews a ſcorner, or it makes a tool; 
And fins, as hurting others, or ourſelves, 
Lis pride, or emptineſs, applies the ftraw, 
That tickles little minds to mirth etiute; 
Of grief approaching, the purtentous ſign! 
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The houſe of laughter makes a houſe of woe. 
A man triumphant is 2 monſtrous fight : 
A man dejected is a fight as mean. 
What cauſe for triumph, where ſuch ills abound? 
What fog.degjeation, where prefides a pow'r, 
| Who-alPd us into being to be bleſt? 
do grieve, as conſcious, grief may rife to joy: 
So joy, as conſcious, joy to grief may fall. 
Moſt true, a wiſe man never will be ſad; 
But neither will ſonorous, bubbling mirth, 
A ſhallow ſtream of happineſs betray : 
| 100 happy to be ſportive, he's ſerene, 
| Yet wouldſt thou laugh (but at thy own expence) 
Ibis counſel ſtrange ſhould I preſume to give— 
& © Retire, and read thy Bible, to be gay.” 
here truths abound of ſov'reign aid to peace; 
Ah! do not prize them leſs, becauſe inſpir'd, 
As thou, and thine, are apt and proud to do. 
If not inſpir'd, that pregnant page had ſtood, 
E line's treaſure! and the wonder of the wiſe! 
Thon think'ſt, perhaps, thy ſoul alone at ſtake ; 
Alas —Should men miſtake thee for a fool ;— 
M hat man of taſte for genius, wiſdom, truth, 
1 ho” tender of thy fame, could interpoſe? 
el eve me, ſenſe, here, acts a double part, 
ud the true critic is a chriſtian too. 
Pu theſe, thou thi.1k'ſt, are gloomy paths to joy.— 
Aue joy in ſunſhine ne'er was found at firſt; 
hey, firſt, themſelves offend, who. greatly pleaſe ; 
Pad travel only gives us ſound repoſe. 
ew ſells all pleaſure ; etlort is the price; 
Le joys of conqueſt, are the joys of man 
glory the victorious laurel ſpreads 
Per pleaſure's pure, perpetual, placid ſtream. 
ere is a time, when toil muſt be preferr'd, 
Pr Joy, by miſ-tim'd fondneſs, is undone. 
man of pleaſure is a man of pains, 
on wilt not take the trouble to be bleſt. 
Ile joys, indeed, are born from want of thought ; 
Pon thoughts full bent, and energy, the true;; 
ud that demands a mind in equal polze, 
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his ſelf, when rival to the former, ſcorn ; 
When not in competition, kindly treat, 
Defend it, feed it: - But when virtue bids, 
Tofs it, or to the fowls, or to the flames. 


And why? ?Tis love'of pleaſure bids thee bleed; 


Comply, or own ſelt-love extinct or blind, 
For what is vice? Self-love in a miſtake : 
A poor blind merchant buying joys too dear, 
And virtue, what? *Tis felf-love in her wits, 

Quite ſkilful in the market of delight. 


Self- love's good ſenſe is love of that dread pow'r, 


From whom ſhe ſprings, and all the can enjoy. 
Other ſelf- love is but diſguis'd ſelf-hate; 


| Nore mortal than the malice of our foes ; 
A ſelf-hate, now, ſcarce felt; then felt full ſorc, 


When being, curſt; extinction, loud implor'd; 

And ev'ry thing preterr'd to what we are, 
Yet this ſelf-love Lorenzo makes his choice; 

And, in this choice triumphant, boaſts of joy. 

How 1s his want of happineſs betray'd, 

By d ſlaflection to the preſeut hour! 

Unagination wanders far a-feld: 


The future pleaſes: Why? The preſent paius.— 
Hut that's a ſecret”—Yes, which all men Kue. 


And know from thee, diſcover'd unawarc:.. 
Thy ceaſeleleſs agitation, reſtleſs rolls 
From cheat to cheat, impatient of a pauſe; 
What is it?—"Tis the cradle of the ſol, 
From inftin& ſent, to rock her in diſeaſe, 
Which her phyſician, reaſon, will not cure, 
A poor expedient! yet thy beſt; and while 
It mitigates thy pain, it owns it too. 

Such are Lorenzo's wretched remedies ! 
The weak have remedies ; the wiſe have joy: 
Superior wiſdom is ſuperior bliſs. 

And what ſure mark diftinguiſhes the wite' 
Conſiſtent wiſdom ever wills the ſame! 
Thy-fickle wiſh is ever on the wing, 
Sick of herſelf, is folly's character; 

As wiſdom's is, a modeſt ſelf-applauſe, 
A change of evils is thy good ſupreme; 
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in motion, canſt thou find thy reſt. 
-ateſt ſtrength is ſhewn in ſtanding ſtill, 
1c 11-14 fure ſymptom of a mind in health, 
Is reſt of heart, and pleaſure felt at home. 
: pleaſure from abroad her joys imports ; 
nich from within, and ſelf-ſuſtain'd, the true. 
1he true is fixt, and ſolid as a rock; 
pp"ry the falte, and toſſing as the wave. 
This, a wild wanderer on earth, like Cain; 
dat, like the fabled, ſelf-enamour'd boy *, 
Home- contemplation her ſupreme delight; 
dhe drtads an interruption from without, 
wit with her own condition; and the more 
e the gazes, ſtill it charms the more. 
No man is happy, till he thinks, on earth 
[There breathes not a more happy than himſelf; 
then envy dies, and love o'erflows on all; 
Nd love o'erflowing makes an angel here. 
Fach angels all, entitled to repoſe 
0: him who governs fate: Tho? tempeſt frowns, 
11.0" nature ſhakes, how ſoft to lean on heaven! 
1 lan on him, on whom archangels lean ! 
ith inward eyes, and filent as the grave, 
v fiand collecting ev'ry beam of thought, 
In their hearts kindle with divine delight ; 
Wor il! their thoughts, like angels, ſeen of old 
fl: 12 ; dream, come from, and go to, heav'n + : 
l ence, are they ftudious of ſequeſt'red ſcenes ! 
ile noiſe, and diſſipation, comfort thee. 
* ere all men happy, revellings would ceaſe, 
* t opiate for inquietude within. 
2120! never man was truly bleſt, 
it it compos'd, and gave him ſuch a caſt, 
'0.!y might miſtake for want of joy. 
call, unlike the triumph of the proud; 
* oleſt aſpect, and a ſmile at heart. 
ra joy from thy Philander's ſpring 
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A ſpring perennial, riſing in the breaſt, 

And permanent, as pure! No turhid fiream 

Of rapt'rous exultation, ſwelling high; 

Which, like land-floods, impetuous pour awhile, 

Then fink. at once, and leave us in the mire, 

What does the man, who tranſient joys prefers? 

What, but prefer the bubbles to the ſtream ? 
Vain are all ſudden fallies of delight; 

Convulfons of a weak diſtemper'd joy. 

Joy's 2 fix'd ſtate; a tenure, not a ſtart. 

Blifs there is none, but unprecarious bliſs: 

IJ hat is the gem: ſell all, and purchaſe that, 

Why go a begging to contingencies, 

Not gain'd with eaſe, nor ſafely lov'd, if gain'd' 

At good fortuitous, draw back, and pauſe ; 

Suſpect it; what thou canſt enſure, enjoy; 

And nought but what thou giv'ſt thyſelf, is ſure, 

Reaſon perpetuates joy that reaſon gives, 

Aud makes it as immortal as herſelf: 

To mortals, nought immortal, but their worth. 
Worth, couſcious worth! ſhould abſolutely ro. 

And other joys aſk leave for their approach; 

Nor, unexamin'd, ever leave obtain. 

"Thou art all anarchy; a mob of joys 

Wage war, and periſh in inteſtine broils; 

Not the leaſt promiſe of internal peace 

No boſom-comfort ! or unborrow'd bliſs! 

Thv thoughts are vagabonds : all outward-bonud, 


Mid fands, and rocks, and ſtorms, to cruiſe for pleatlit?, 


If gain'd, dear bought; and better miſs'd than gain'd, 

Much pain muſt expiate, what much pain procut d. 

Fancy, and ſenſe, from an infected thore, 

Thy cargo bring; and peſtilence the prize. 

hen, ſuch thy thirſt (inſatiable thirſt! 

By fond indulgence but inflam'd the more!) 

Fancy ftill cruiſes, when poor ſenſe is tir'd. 
Imagination is the Paphian ſhop, 

Where feeble happineſs, like Vulcan, lame, 

Bids foul ideas, in their dark receſs, 

And hot as hell {which Kindled the black fire: 

With wanton art, thoſe fatal arrows form, 
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Which murder all thy time, health, wealth, and fame. 
Wouldſt thou receive them, other thoughts there ate, 
On angel-wing, defcending from above, 
Which theſe, with art divine, would counterwork, 
And form celeſtial armour for thy peace, 
la this is ſeen imagination's guilt ; 
But who can count her follies? She betrays thee, 
o think in grandeur there is ſomething great. 
For works of curious art, and ancient fame, 
ſhy genius hungers, clegantly pain'd ; 
N AAR 2 climes muſt cater for thy taſte. 
Hence, what diſaſter!— Tho' the price was paid, 
That -perſecuting prieſt, the Turk of Rome, 
Whoſe foot (ye gods!) tho? cloven, muſt be kiſs'd, 
Detain'd thy dinner on the Latian ſhore; 
uch is the fate of honeſt proteſtants!) 
And poor magnificence is ſtarv'd to death. 
Hence juſt reſentment, indignation, ire — 
e pacity'd; if outward things are great, 
5 magaanimity great things to ſcorn ; ; 
Pompous expences, and parades auguſt, g 
Aud courts; that inſalubrious ſoil to peace. 
True happineſs ne'er enter'd at an eye; 
True happineſs reſides in things unſeen. 
No fmiles of fortune ever bleſt the bad, 
Nor can her frowns rob innocence of joys ; ö 
W hat jewel wanting, triple crowns are poor: 
80 tell | his holineſs *, and be reveng'd. 
Meaſure, we both agree, is man's chief good; 
Pc only conteſt, what deſerves the name? 
e fleaſure's name to nought, but what has pas d 
authentic ſeal of reaſon (which, like Yorke, 
Enurs on what it paſſes) and defies 
Pe tooth of time; when paſt, a pleaſure ſtill; 
Fare on trial, reer for its age, 
| Taue to be priad, as it promotes 
Frtuture, while it forms our preſent, joy. 
o joys the future overcaſt ; and ſome 
0 all their beams that way, and gild the tomb. 
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Some joys endear eternity; ſome give 
Abhorr'd annihilation dreadful charms, 
Are rival joys contending for thy choice? 
Conſult thy whole exiſtence, and be ſafe ; 
1 hat oracle will put all doubt to flight, 
Short is the leſſon, tho? my lecture long; 
Be pood———and let heav'n anſwer for the rc 
Yet, with a ſigh o'er all mankind, I grant, 
Jn this our day of proof, our land ot hope, 
The good man has his clouds that intervene ; 
Clouds, that obſcure his ſublunary day, 
But never conquer: Ev'n the beſt muſt own, 
Patience, and reſignation, are the pillars 
Ot human peace on earth, The p llars, theſe: 
But thoſe of deth not more remote from thee, 
111] this heroic lefon thou haſt learnt ; 
To frown at pleaſure, and to ſmile in pain, 
Fir'd at the proſpect of unclouded bliſs, 
Heav'n in reverſion, like the ſun, as yet 
13 the horizon, cheers us in this world; 
t ſheds, on ſouls ſuſceptible of light, 
Ihe glorious dawn of our eternal day. 
This (ſays Lorenzo) is a fair harangue : 
© But can harangues blow back ſtrong nature's! 
« Or item the tide heav'n puſhes thro? our 
« Which ſweeps away man's impotent retolves, 
« And lays his labour level with the world 
Themſelves men make their commeat on mat 
And think nought is, but what they find at hoe 
Thus weakneſs to chimera turns the truth, 
Nothing romantic has the muſe preſcrib'd. 
* Above, Lorenzo ſaw the man of earth, 
The mortal man; aud wretched was the ig lit, 
Jo balance that, to comfort, and exalt, 
Now ſee the man immortal: him I mean, 
Who lives as ſuch ; whoſe heart, full beat on be 
Leans all that way, his bias to the ſtars. 
The world's dark ſhades, in contraſt tet, ſ1151! 1a 
His luſtre more; tho' bright without a fol! 
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e his awful portrait, and admire ; 
op at wonder; imitate, and live. 
ingel guide my pencil, while I draw, 
at ,othing leſs than angel can exceed, 
n earth devoted to the ſkies ; 
as ſea, while in, above the world. 
ſpect mild, and elevated eve, 
im ſeated on a mount ſerene, 
ae fogs of ſenſe, and paiſion's ftorm 
lack cares, and tumults, of this life 
:mlefs thunders, breaking at his feet) 
is pity, not impair his peace, 
zenuine ſons, the ſcepter'd, and the ſlave, 
d mob! a wand ring herd! he ſees, 
d in the vale; in all unlike! 
reverſe in all! What higher praiſe? 
onger demoaſtration of the right? 
reſent all their care; the future, his. 
lic welfare calls, or private wait, 
e to tame; his bounty he conceals, 
rtues vauiſh nature; his, exalt. 
's eflleem they court; and he, his own, 
ne wild chace of falſe felicities; 
compos'd poſieſũon of the true. 
roughout is his conſiſtent piece, 
2 colour, and an even thread; 
rt y-colour'd ſhreds of happineſs, 
cous gaps between, patch up ſor them 
in's robe; each puff of fortune blows 
ers by, and ſhews their nakedneſs. 
es with other eyes than theirs ; where they 
fun, he ſpies a deity ; 
kes them only ſmile, makes him adore, 
ey ice mountains, he but atoms ſces: 
re, in his balance, weighs a grain. 
14/075 terreſtrial worſhip, as divine; 
s immortal blow them by, as duſt, 
us his tight, and ſhortens his ſurvey, 
21g3, in infinite, to loſe all bound. 
d honours (if they prove his fate) 
ance to find his dignity ; 
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No dignity they find in aught beſides, 

They triumph in externals (which conceal 
Mar's real glory) proud of an eclipſe, 
Himſelf too much he prizes to be proud, 
And nothing thinks ſo great in man, as man, 
Too dear he holds his int'reſt, to neglect 
Another's welfare, or his right invade; 
Their int'reſt, like a lion, lives on prey, 
They kindle at the ſhadow of a wrong; 
Wrong he ſuſtains with temper, looks on heav'n, 
Nor ſtoops to think his injurer his toe ; 


Nought, but what wounds his virtue, wounds his p*3ce 


A cover'd heart their character defends ; 

A cover'd heart denies him half his praiſe, 

With nakedneſs his innocence agrees ; 

While their broad foilage teſtifies their fall. 

Their no-joys end, where his full feaſt begins: 

His joys create, theirs murder, future blits, 

To triumph in exiſtence, his alone ; 

And his alone, triumphantly to think 

His true exiſtence is not yet begun. 

His glorious courſe was, yeſterday, complete; 

Death, then, was welcome; yet life till is fert. 
But nothing charms Lorenzo, like the firm, 


Undaunted breaſt—And whoſe is that high praiſe? 


1hey yield to pleaſure, tho' they danger brave, 
And ſhew no fortitude, but in the field; 

If there they ſhew it, 'tis for glory ſhewn ; 
Nor will that cordial always man their hearts, 
A cordial his ſuſtains, that cannot fail: 

By pleaſure unſubdu'd, unbroke by pain, 

He ſhares in that Omnipotence he truſts, 
All-bearing, all-attempting; till he falls; 

And when he falls, writes VICI * on his ſhield, 
From magnanimity, all fear above; 

From nobler recompence, above applauſe : 


Which owes to man's ſhort out-look all its charms 


Backward to credit what he never felt, 
Lorenzo cries,.—“ Where ſhines this miracle“ 


have conquer'sd, 
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ies this immortal man? 
t in Lorenz o's ground 
or wonder at the flow'r. 
ds nature (not like * thee!) and ſhews us 
ted ſyſtem of a man. 
; coperite wears reaſon's golden chain, 
And vw in due-reſtraint, its luxury. 
His paſſion, like an eagle well-reclaim'd, 
s taught to fly at nought, but infinite, 
Patient his hope, unanxious is his care, 
Ris caution fearleſs, and his grief (if grief 
Ide gods ordain) a ſtranger to deſpair, 
And why?—Becauſe aftection, more than meet, 
His wiſdom leaves not diſengag'd from heav'n. 
Thoſe ſecondary goods that ſmile on earth, 
He, loving, in proport! on, loves in peace. 


ry . 
Nhat 
ne 


moſt the world enjoy, who leatt admire, 


His u Farming ſcapes the common cloud 

Or tumes, arifing 2 om a hoiling breaſt, 

Bis he | is clear, becauſe his heart is cool, 

I worldly competitions uninflam'd. 

e mod'rate movements of his ſou! admit 

fin ideas, and matur'd debate, 

Nu eye impartial, and an even ſcale; 

Nucuce judgment ſound, and unrepenting choice. 


Thus, in a double ſeaſe, the good are wiſe; 
4 ts own dunghill, wiſer than the world. 
t, then, the workt: ? It muſt be doubly weak; 


let thus it is; nor otherwiſe can be; 

Wh from aught romantic what I fing. 
has no being, virtue has no ſtrength, 

Wit hw the proſpect of immortal life. 

[10 thinks earth all, or (what weighs juſt the ſame) 

o cares no further, muſt prize what it yields: 

bud of its fancies; proud of its parades, 

ho thinks earth nothing, can't its charms admire; 
at a foe, tho? moſt malignant hate, 

| dale that hate would prove his greater foe, 


* Sec page 175, line 840, 


ange truth! as ſoon would they believe the creed, 
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Tis hard for them (yet who ſo loudly boat 
Good will to men?) to love their dearett rriomns 
For may not he invade their good ſupreme, 
Where the leaſt jealouſy turns love to gall? 
All ſhines to them, that for a ſeaſon ſhines. 


Each act, each thought he queſtions, * what its wei 
& Its colour what, a thouſand ages hence 


And what is there appears, he deems it now, 
Hence, pure are the recefles ot his ſou]. 

The god-like man has nothing to conceal, 
His virtue, conſtitutionally deep, 

Has habit's firmneſs, and aflection's flame; 
Angels ally'd, deſcend to feed the fire; 


And death, which others ſlay, makes him a god 


And now, Lorenzo, bigot of the world! 
Wont to diſdain poor bigots caught by heav's! 


Stand by thy ſcorn, and be reduc'd to nought : 
For what art thou {—Thou boaker ! while thy g 
Thy gaudy ; randeur, and mere worldly worth, 


Like a broad mitt, at diſtance ſtrikes us moſt ; 
And, like a mitt, is nothing when at hand; 
His merit, like a mountain, on approach, 
Swells more, and rites nearer to the ſkies, 
By promiſe, now, and, by poſſeſſion, ſoon 
(Too ſoon, too much, it cannot be) his own. 
From this thy juſt anuihilation riſe, 
Lorenzo, riſe to ſomething, by reply. 
The world, thy client, liſtens, and expects ; 


And longs to crown thee with immortal praite, 


Canſt thou be ſilent? No; for wit is thine ; 
And wit talks moſt, when leaſt ſhe has to far, 
And reaſon interrupts not her career. 


She'll ſay——— | hat miſts above the mountains ri, 


And, with a thouſand pleaſantries, amuſe : 
She'll ſparkle, puzzle, flutter, raiſe a duſt, 
And fly couviction, in the duſt ſhe rais'd. 
Wit, how delicious to man's dainty taſte! 
Tis precious, as the vehicles of ſenſe ; 
But, as its ſabſtitute, a dire diſeaſe. 
Pernicious talent! Flatter'd by the world, 


By the blind world, which thinks the talent : 
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Wiſdom is rare, Lorenzo, wit abounds ; 
Paſſion can give it; ſometimes wine inſpires 
I be lucky flaſh: and madneſs rarely fails. 
E Whatever cauſe the ſpirit ſtrongly ſtirs, 
Confers the bays, and rivals thy renown, 
For thy renown, *twere well, was this the worſt; 
Chance often hits it, and, pique the more, 
See dulneſs, blund'ring on vivacities, 
Shakes her ſage head at the calamity, 
Which has expos'd, and let her down to thee, 
But wiſdom, awful wiſdom! which inſpects, 
Diſcerns, compares, weighs, ſeparates, infers, 
Selzes the right, and holds it to the laſt; 
tow rare! In ſenates, ſynods, ſonght in vain; 
Or if there found, *tis ſacred to the few; 
While a led proſtitute to multitudes, 
Frequent, as fatal, wit : in civil life, 
Wit makes an enterpriſer; ſenſe a man. 
Wit hates authority; commotion loves, 
And thinks herſelf the lightning of the ſtorm, 
{1 ſtates, 'tis dangerous; in religion death : 
Shall wit turn chriſtian, when the dull believe? 
keaſe is our helmet, wit is but the plume; 
pe plume expoſes, 'tis our helmet faves. 
"ſc is the di'mond, weighty, ſolid, ſound ; 
* den cut by wit, it caſts a brighter beam; 
Nel wit apart, it is a di'mond ſtill. 
Nu, widow'd of good ſenſe, is worſe than nought; 
boias more fail to run againſt a rock. 
YL 13, 2 half-Cheſterfield is quite a fool; 
hom dull fools ſcorn, and bleſs their want of wit. 
g Ho v ruinous the rock I warn thee ſhun, 
Wien ſyrens fit, to ſing thee to thy fate! 
joy, in which our reaſon bears no part, 
but a ſorrow tickling, ere it ſtings. 
Et not the cooings of the world allure thee 
ſich of her lovers ever found her true? 
Popy of this bad world who little know !— 
Wl yet, we much muſt know her, to be ſafe. 
D know the world, not love her, is thy point; 
ves but little, nor that little, long. 
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ght VIII 
There is, I grant, a triumph of the pulſe; 
A dance of ſpirits, a mere froth of joy , 

Our thoughtleſs agitation's idle child, 

That mantles bigh, that ſparkles, and expires, 
Leaving the ſoul more vapid than before. 
An animal ovation! ſuch as holds - 

No commerce with our reaſon, but ſubſiſts, 
On juices, thro? the well-ton*d tubes, well fir: 
A nice machine! ſcarce ever tun'd aright ; 
And when it jars—thy ſyrens ſing no more 
Thy dance is done; the demi-god is thrown 
(Short apotheoſis!) beneath the man, 

In coward gloom immers'd, or fell deſpair. 

Art thou yet dull enough deſpair to dread, 
And ſtartle at deſtruction? If thou att, 
Accept a buckler, take it to the field; 

(A fietd of battle is this mortal life!) 

Vhen danger threatens, lay it on thy heart; 
A ſingle ſentence proof avaintt the world. 
& Soul, body, fortune! Ev'ry good pertains 
& To one of theſe; but prize not all alike ; 
„ The goods of fortune to thy body's heult), 
Body to foul, and ſoul ſubmit to God.” 
Wouldſt thou build laſting happineſs? Do 2! 
11 inverted pyramid can never ſtand. 

Is this truth doubtful? It outſhines the! 
Nay, the ſun ſhines not, hut to ſhew us th 
The fingle leſſon of mankind on earth. 
And yet—Yet, what? No news! Mankind is ad! 
Such mighty numbers lift againſt the right 
(And what can't numbers when bewiicti'd, atchiete! 
They talk themſelves to ſomething like bel e!, 

T hat all earth's joys are theirs ; as Atheas? fool 
Grinn'd from the port, on ev'ry ſail his own, 

They prin ; but wherefore ? And how long the 121 
Half ignorance, their mirth; and halt a x 
To cheat the world, and cheat themſclves, ty 
Hard either tatk ? The moſt abandon'd ov, 

f | That others, if abandon'd, are nndone : 
11 Then, for themſelves, the moment reaſon wehe. 
(And providence denics it long repoſe) 
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laborious is their gaiety! 
icarce can ſwallow their ebullient ſpleen, 
muſter patience to ſupport the farce, 
mp ſad laughter, till the curtain falls: 
did I ſay? Some cannot fit it out; 

ir own daring hands the curtain draw, 

ew us what their joy, by their deſpair, 
clotted hair! gor'd breaſt ! blaſpheming eye! 
ious fury ſtill alive in death !— 

nut the ſhocking ſcene. —But heav'n denics 
r to ſuch puilt ; aud ſo ſhould man. 
ound, Lorenzo! See the recking blade, 

enom'd phial, and the fatal ball; 
arglhng cord, and ſuſfocating ffream 
hſome rottenneſs, arid foul decays 

ag ing riot (flower ſuicides!) 

ide in theſe more execrable fill !— 

rid all to thought !—But horrors, theſe, 
uch the truth; and aid my fecble ſong. 

| vice, ſenſe, fancy, no man can be bleſt; 
too great, to lodge within an hour: 

mM immortal being aims at blus, 

is eſtential to, the name, 

joy from reaſon ! joy from chat, 

makes man, man: and exercis'd aright, 

ke him mort: a bounteous joy! that gives, 
omies; that eaves, with art divine, 

ieft proſpect into preſeiit peace: 

nbitious ! joy in common held 

rones ethereal, and their greater far: 
\gh-privileg*d from claizce, time, death! 
lich death thall double! judgment crown ! 
d higher, and fill higher, at each ſtage, 

'bieſt eternity's long day; yet ſtill, 

Dore remote from ſorrow, than from him, 
laviſh hand, whoſe love ſtupendous pours 
h of deity on guilty duſt. 

© 0 my Lucia! may I meet thee there, 
not thy preſence can improve my bliſs! 

s not this the ſages of the world? 
bongut allect them, but what fools them too? 
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Eternity depending on an hour, 
Makes ſerious thought man's wiſdom, joy, and praiſe, 
Nor need you bluſh (tho? ſometimes your deſigns 
May ſhna the light) at your deſigns on heav'n: 
Sole point! where over-baſhful is your blame, 

Are you not wiſe? You know your are, Vet hear 
One truth, amid your num'rous ſchemes, miſlaid, 
Or over-look'd, or thrown aſide, if ſeen ; 

Our ſchemes to plan by this world, or the net, 
Is the ſole difference between wiſe and fool.“ 
All worthy men will weigh you in this ſcale; 
What wonder, then, if they pronounce you light! 
Is their eſteem alone not worth your care? 

Accept my ſimple ſcheme of common ſenſe: 

L hus, fave your fame, and make two worlds your ont 
he world replies not !—but the world perſiſts; 
And puts the cauſe off to the longeſt day, 
Planning evaſions for the day of doom. 

So far, at that re-hearing, from redreſs, 

hey then turn witneſſes againſt themſelves. 

Hear that, Lorenzo! nor be wiſe to-morrow. 
Haſte, haſte! A man, by nature is, in haſte; 

For who ſhall anſwer for another hour ? 

Tis highly prudent, to make one ſure friend; 
And that thou canft not do, this fide the ſkies, 

Ye ſons of earth (nor willing to he more 
Since verſe you think from prieſtcraft ſomewhat fte, 
Thus, in an age ſo gay, the muſe plain truths 
(Truths, which at church you might have heard in prof) 
Has ventur'd into light; well-pleas'd the veric 
Should be forgot, if you the truths retain; 

And crown her with your welfare, not your praile, 
But praiſe ſhe need not fear: I ſee my fate; 

And headlong leap, like Curtius, down the guy! 
Since many an ample volume, mighty tome, 
Muſt die; and die unwept; O thou minute, 
Devoted page! go forth among thy foes ; 

Go, nobly proud of martyrdom for truth, 

And die a double death: Mankind, incens'd, 
Denies thee long to live: Nor ſhalt thou reſt, 
When thou art dead; in Stygian ſhades arraign'd 
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ge 1,:cifer, as traitor to his throne; 
And bold blaſphemer of his friend, — the world; 
[1c world, whoſe legions coſt him lender pay, 
and volunteers around his banner ſwarm ; | 
- 1dent, as Pruſſia, in her zeal for Gaul. | 
tte all, then, fools?” Lorenzo eries.— Ves, all, | 
-1 as hold this doctrine (new to thee!) 
e nother of true wiſdom is the will; 1 
co eſt intellect, a fool without it. 
iſdom much has done, and more may do, 
ad ſciences, in wars, and peace; 11 
and ſcience, like thy wealth, will leave thee, 1 
e thee twice a beggar at thy death. 11 
e moſt indulgence can afford — 4 
iidom all can do, but make thee wiſe.” | 
s this cenſure is ſevere on thee | if 
y maſter, I dare call a dunce. iy 
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| NIGHT LX. 
| Containing among other thing, 
1. A Moral Survey of the Nocturual Heayvcns, 
| z. A Night-Addrelis to the Deity, 
| ——— — — 
' 
| Inſcribed to his Grace 


J 5 THE DUKE OF NEWCASTLE, 
1 One of his Majeſty's Principal Secretaries of State, 


.at. Contraria Fata rependens, VIRG; 


—— — cw 

S when a traveller, a long day paſt Cl 

In painful ſearch of what he cannot find, tit 

At night's approach, content with the next cot, ue 
There ruminates, awhile, his labour loſt; th 
Then cheers his heart with what his fate aflords, u, 
And chants his ſonnet to deceive the time, t j 
Till the due ſeaſon calls him to repoſe ; til 
Thus I, long travell'd in the ways of men, oy, 
And dancing, with the reſt, the giddy maze, thr 
Where diſappointment ſmiles at hope's carcer; "its 
Warn'd by the languor of life's ev'ning rau, tag 
At length have hous'd me in a humble ſhed : e hi 
Where, future wand'ring baniſh'd from my thongity con 
And waiting, patient, the ſweet hour of ret; Whit 
I chace the moments with a ſcrious ſong. nere 
Song ſooths our pains; and age has pains to eth. pol 
When age, care, crime, and friends, embrac'dat heat man 
Torn from my bleeding breaſt, aud death's dark 14" inſt; 
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ch hovers o'er me, quench th' ethereal fire; 
thou, O night! indulge one labour more! 
labour more indulge! then fleep, my ſtrain! 
naply, wak'd by Raphael's golden lyre, 
re night, death, age, care, crime, aud ſorrow, ceaſe 
car a part in everlaſting lays; 
' far, far higher ſet, in aim, I truſt, 
»honious to this humble prelude here. 
3 not the muſe atierted pleaſures pure, 
: thoſe above, exploding other joys? 
a what was urg'd, Lorenzo! Fairly weigh; 
tell me, haſt thou cauſe to triumph 1]? 
k thou wilt forhear a boaſt ſo bold. 
t, beneath the favour of miſtake, 
{mile's Encere, not more ſincere can be 
2z0's ſmile than my compaſſion for him, 
:ck in body call tor aid: the iick 
ind are covetous of more diſeaſe; 
when at worſt, they dream themſelves quite well. 
now ourſelves diſeas'd, is half our cure, 
42 nature's bluſh by cuſtom is wip'd off, 
contcieace, deaden'd by repeated ſtrokes, 
into manners naturaliz'd our crimes, 
curte of curſes is, our curſe to love; 
riumph in the blackneſs of our ;uilt 
Indians glory in the deepeſt jet); 
throw aſide our ſenſes with our peace. 
„grant no guilt, no ſhame, no leaſt alloy; 
t joy and glory, quite unſully'd ſhone ; 
il, it ill deſerves Lorenzo's heart. 
oy, no glory, glitters in thy fight, 
tiro' the thin partition of an hour, 
ts ſables wove by deſtiny ; 
that in forrow bury'd; this in ſhame ; 
e howling furies ring the doleful knell ; 
conſcience, now ſo ſoft thou ſcarce canſt hear 
whiſper, echoes her eternal peal. 
acre, the prime actors of the laſt year's ſcene; 
T port ſo proud, their buſkin, and their plume ? 
many fleep, who kept the world awake 
ilnttre, and with noiſe ! Has death proclaim'd 
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A truce, and hung his ſated lance on high 
*Tis brandiſh'd ſtill, nor ſhall the preſent year 
Be more tenacious of her human leaf, 
Or ſpread Æfeeble life a thinner fall. 

But needleſs monuments to wake the thought: 
Life's gayeſt ſcenes ſpeak man's mortality; 
Tho? in a ſtyle more florid, full as plain, 

As mauſoleums, pyramids, and tombs. 

What are our nobleft ornaments, but deaths 
Turn'd flatterers of life, in paint or marble, 
The well-ſtain'd canvas, or the featur'd fone ? 
Our fathers grace, or rather haunt, the ſcene, 
Joy peoples her pavillion from the dead. 

& Profeſt diverſions! cannot theſe eſcape? 
Far from it: Theſe preſent us with a ſhroud ; 
And talk of death, like garlands o'er a grave. 
As ſome bold plunderers, for bury'd wealth, 
We ranſack tombs for paſtime; from the duſt 
Call up the ſleeping hero; bid him tread 
The ſcene for our amuſement : How like gods 
We fit; and, wrapt in immortality, 

Shed gen'rous tears on wretches born to die; 
Their fate deploring, to forget our own '! 

What, all the pomps and triumphs of our lives, 
But legacies in bloſſom! Our lean ſoil, 
Luxuriant grown, and rank in vanities, 

From friends interr'd beneath; a rich manure! 
Like other worms, we banquet on the dead ; 
Like other worms, ſhall we crawl on, nor Know 
Our preſent frailties, or approaching fate? 

Lorenzo! ſuch the glories of the world ! 
What is the world itſelf? Thy world?—A priv?, 
Where is the duſt that has not been alive? 

The ſpade, the plough, diſturb our anceſtors ; 
From human mould we reap our daily bread. 
The globe around earth's hollow ſurface ſhakes, 
And is the ceiling of her ſleeping ſons. 

O'er devaſtation we blind revels keep; | 
Whole bury'd towns ſupport the dancer's hec!. 
The moiſt of human frame the ſun exhales; 
Winds ſcatter, thro' the mighty void, the dry; 
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meet the Deity in ev'ry view, 
And tremble at my nakedneſs before him! 
0 that ] could but reach the tree of life! 
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here it grows, unguarded from our tale 
iming ſword denies our entrance here; 


Wold man but gather, he might live for ever. 
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renzo, much of moral haſt thou ſeen. 

\rions arts art thou more fond? Then mark 
- mathematic glories of the ſkies, 

amber, weizht, and meaſure, all ordain'd, 
Lorenzo's boaſted builders, chance, and fate, 

e left to finiſh his aerial tow?rs ; 

m, and choice, their well known characters 


deep impreſs; and claim it for their own, 
endid all, no ſplendor void of uſe; 


rivals beauty; art contends with pow'r; 


—_ * 2280 . 11. rr 2 r 
anton ow: amid eftute expence; 
it C@CONOMINL adqufting all 


; ud * [17 cots: mag uu ently wit fe. 


the proſpect ! and for ever new! 
{ to the man that views it moſt ; 
till in infinite ſucceeds 
the le aerial racers, O how ſwift! 
tae Mait loiters from the ſtrongeſt firing! 
done can diſtance the career. 
ve orb aſcending without end! 
ein circle, without end, inclos'd! 
within wheel; Ezekiel, like to thine! * 
thine, it ſeems a viſion, or a dream; 
leen, we labour to believe it true! 
ivolution! What extent! What ſwarms 
cis, that laugh at earth! immenſely great! 
diſtant from each other's ſpheres! 
i, the wond”rous ſpace thro* which they ro 
t quite ingulphs all human thought; 
prehenſion's abſolute defeat. 
417k thou ſeeſt a wild diſorder here; 
tus illuſtrious chaos to the fight, 
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emcut neat, and chaſteſt order, reign, 
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The path preſcrib'd, inviolably kept, 
Upbraids the lawleſs fallies of mankind, 
Worlds, ever thwarting, never interfcie 
What Knots are ty'd ! How ſoon are they dillo;v's, 
And ſet the ſeeming marry'd planets free! 

1 hey rove for ever, without error rove ; 
Confuſion unconfus d: nor leſs admire 

This tumult untumultuous; all on wing! 

In motion, all! yet what profound repoſe ! 

V hat fervid action, yet no noiſe! as aw'd 
To filence, by the preſence of their Lord; 
Or huſh'd, by his command, in love to man, 
And bid et tall ſoft beams on human reft, 
Reſtleſs themſelves. On you crulean plain, 
In exultation to their God, and thine, 

They dance, they ſing eternal jubilee, 
Eternal celebration ot his praiſe, 

But, ſince their ſong arrives not at our ear, 

'i heir dance perplex'd exhibits to the ſight 
Fair hieroglyphic of his peerleſs pow'r. 
Mark, how the labyrinthian turns they take, 
The circles intricate, and myſtic maze, 
Weave the grand cypher of omuipotence; 
To gods, how great! how legible to man! 


11445 


Where are the pillars that ſupport the ſkies ? 
hat more thaa Atlantean ſhoulder props 
Th incumbent load? What magic, what ftran;e z 
In fluid air theſe pond”rous orbs ſuſtains ? 
Who would not think them hung in golden chains 
—And ſo they are; in the high will of Heav'a, 
Which fixes all; makes adamant of air, 
Or air of adamant ; makes all of nought, 
Or nought of all; if ſuch the dread decree. 
Imagine from their deep foundations torn 
The moſt gigantic ſons of earth, the broad 


And tow'ring Alps, all toſt into the ſea ; 1 tho! 

And, light as down, or volatile as air, Ficre, + 
7 is . J 

. Their bulks enormous dancing on the waves, I 
4 In time, and meaſure, exquiſite; while all Et c21!; 
4% 1 he winds, in emulation of the ſpheres, 1 
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Tune their ſonorous inftruments aloft ; | 
The concert ſwell, and animate the hall. | 
Wonld this appear amazing? What, then, worlds, | 
In a far thinner element ſuſtain'd, 
And acting the ſame part, with greater &i!!. 
More rapid movement, and for nobleſt ends 
| More obvious ends to paſs, are not theſe ſrars 
Ie ſeats majeſtic, proud imperial thrones, | 
| 0:1 which angelic delegates of heav'n, 4 | 
\t © ertain periods, as the Sov'reign nods | 
N 1 ch arge high truſts of ven geance, or of love; 
1 in outward grandeur, grand defign, 
b Ae icts moſt ſolemn ſtill more ſolemnize 
s Ye citizens of air! what ardent thanks, 
What full efluſion of the grateful heart, 


odlike * of ages without end. 
900 idlefs ſpace, thro? which theſe rovers take 

ver reſtleſs roam, ſuggeſis the fiſter- thought 
4 voundieſs time. 1 hus, by Kind natnre's ſkill, 
go man unlabour'd, that important gueſt, 

laws: ands entrance at the fight 
an eternity, for man ordain'd, 
T theſe his deſtin'd midnight counteliors, 
We ſtars, had never whiſper'd it to man. x 
wure informs, but ne'er inſults, her ſo”. | 452 
ld ſhe then Kindle the moſt ardent wit! 00 
p (. {appoint it?—That is blaſphemy, 
dus, of thy creed a ſecond article 
nentuus, as th' exiſtence of 2 God, 
pound (as I conceive) where rarely ſoug! t'; i 
© thou may' read thy ſoul immortal, here 4 
Pere, then, Lorenzo, on theſe glories « dwell : 
want the gilt, illuminated roof, 

Eude wretched gay to dark delight: 
aces! =This is one divinely bright ; 
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I; que from man indulg'd in loch a ſight! i; 
A cht ſo noble! and a ſight ſo kind! / 
|: drops new truths at ev'ry new furvey ! 1 
Fecls 1 not Lorenzo ſomething fir wi thin, N 
* 1 
Ihit ſweeps away all period? As theſe ſpheres | 
* fure duration, they no lefs inſpire 
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Here, vnendanger'd in health, wealth, or fame, 

Range thro” the faireſt, and the Sultan * ſcorn, 
e, wiſe as thou, no creſcent holds ſo fair 

As that, which on his turbant awes a world; 

And thinks the moon is proud to copy bim. 

Look on her, and gain more than worlds can g 

A mind ſuperior to the charms of pow'r. 

Thou muMed in deluſions of this life! 

Can yonder moon turn ocean in his bed, 

From fide to fide, in conſtaut ebb and flow, 7. 

And purify from ſtench his Wat ry realms? E | 


Aid fails her moral iufluence? Wants ſhe pow'r f 
To tara Lorenzo's ſtubborn tide of thought Vi 
Prom ſtagnating on earth's intecte d more, 7 
And purge from nuiſagce his corrupted heart? Ane 
Fails her attraction when it draws to heavy n? 404 
Nas, and to what thou valu'ſt more, carth's zo 1 
Minds elevate, and panting for unſcen, A ; 
And defecate from ſcuſe, alone obtain 1 


un relim of exifience uudefow'r'd, ] 
The life of life, the zeſt of worldly bliſs. k 
All elſe on earth amounts to what? To this: | 
« Bad to be ſuſter'd; bleſſings to be left:“ 5 
Earth's richeſt inventory boaſts mo more, Jo co 
Of higher ſcenes be, then, the call obe yd. J 
* 
0 


a . a 28 — 527 1 2 1 
O let-me 72azc !—Ot gazing there's no end. mY 
O let me think! —1 bought too is wilder d heile; bid 
0 7 2 : . > . 4 \ 
In mid-way Right aęination tires; ina 


Vet ſoon rep ics ner wings to ſoar anew, Wn! 


Her point wichle to forbear or gain; Pm. 
N * 5 __- 
So test the plenſure, ſo profound the plan! Se 


„ * | 5 - iC 11 N. 1 7 
„ n guet this, Wacre men, and angels, meet, EY « 


ne fame manna, mingle earth, and head. 1 
„Gant fonte of theſe nocturnal ſuns July 
Rant tas tie ſage) *twere not abſurd 4 en \ 
(o doubr, if beans, ſet out at nature's birth, ES non 


Are vert arriv tt at this ſo foreign world; "+ 
ET , 6 C oaks e 
e nothing half fo rapid as their flight, 7 cou 


An eve of awe and wonder let me roll, Fun: 


* The Emperor of Turkey. 
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ph” computation A. 
8, ambition 1 boaſt thy boundleſs migh 
con. queſt, oer the ter th part of a « grain. 
5 d yet Lorenzo calls or mi 
0 give his tottꝰ ring falth 2 ſolid baſe 
call for leſs than is aire; dy thine ? 
1 art no Novice j in theolo; TY. ; 
i 4 miracle? Lis a rep roach, 
! implicit ſatire, on m 
u while j it fatisfies 
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s, it cenſures ro. 

e, great nature? Courſe proclaims 

Y When mankin id falls aſleep, 

uncle is ſer; t, as an a! iarm, 
XC the w orld, and prove 

5 ſecen t argume at, but 


him oer: again, 
not more tr Ong, 
mich imports more plenitude 
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J 
1 
( to repeal]? 
Le make a iun, or ſtop his mid-carerp? 
Wo nn 'Termand his orders, and "Ten d hack 
fam ing courie to the ff ighted calls 
ö G at 1d aſtoniſh d, at his ey ming av? 
1 d the m oon, as with her journe; y tir'd 
3 40 S ſoft, flow? 'Y vale repoſe * 2 
s are theſe; ſti]j Zleater, to create. 
m Adam' S bow*r 100 K doun thro? the whole tr ain 
ur les ;j—refiltleſs ; is their power? 
do not, cannot, more amaze the mir 
Wk this, calPd unmiraculous ſurvey, 
uly debe, It rationally ſcen, 
tg Vith human Wes. The brute, indeed, 
dought bue ſpaugles here; the f tool, no more, 
if thy Wy „ Ihe courſe of nature governs all: 
1 os BS any is the art of God, 
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237 *ould nature nature's con; le controul! 
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But, miracles apart, who-ſzes Him not 
Nature's controuler, author, guide, and end? 
Who turns his eye on nature's midnight face, 
But muſt inquite—* What hand behind the ſcene, 
% What arm almighty, put theſe wheeling globes 
« In motion, and wound up the vaſt machine: 

« Who rounded in his palm theſe ſpacious orbs? 

& Who bowl'd them flaming thro” the dark profound, 
« Num'rous as glitt'ring gems of morning de, 
Or ſparks from populous cities in a blaze, 

« And ſet the boſom of old night on fire; 

« Peopled her deſert, and made horror {mile?” 

Or, if the mil. tary ftyle delights thee, 


Night IX. 


7 8 © 0 * 
(For ſtars have fought their battles, leagu d with mat} 
«© Who marſhals this bright hoſt? Enrols their nates! 


„% Appoints their poſts, their marches, and retura, 
% Punctual, at ſtated periods? who ditbands 
« "Theſe vet'ran troops, their final duty done, 
« If e'cr diſbanded? - He, whoſe potent word, 
Like the loud trumpet, levy'd firſt their pow'rs 
In night's inglorious empire, where they flept 
In beds of darkneſs; arm'd them with fierce flames, 
Arrang'd and d:\cipin'd, aad cloth'd in gold; 
And call'd them out of chaos to the field, 
Where now they war with vice and unbellef. 
O let us join this army! Joining theſe, 
Will give us hearts intrepid, at that hour, 
Wheu brighter tiames ſhall cut a darker night; 
Whea theie firong demonſtrations of a God 
Shall hide their heads, or tumble from their ſpheteh 
And one eternal curtain cover all! 

Struck at that thought, as new awak'd, I lift 
A more enl:ghten'd eye, and read the ſtars, 
1o man lil} more propittous, aud their aid 
(Tho' guiltlets of 1d01atry) implore; 
Nor longer rob them of their no2left name. 
O ve dividers of my time! Ye bright 
Accomptants of my days, and months, and years, 
In your fair kalender diſtinctly mark'd! 
ne that authentic, radiant regiſter, 
ha“ man infpecis it not, ſtands good againk lim, 
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Since you, and years, roll on, tho' man flands 9:1! : 
Teach me my days to number, aud apply 
My trembling heart to v.iſdom “; now beyond 
Al ſhacow of excuſe for fooling on. 
Age ſmooths our path to prudence ; ſweeps ade 
ile ſnares, keen appetite, and paſſion, ſpread 
Jo catch firay ſouls; and woe to that grey head, 
Whoſe folly would undo what age has done! 
Aid, then, aid all ye ſtars - Much rather, thou, 
Great Artiſt! Thou, whoſe fiager ſet aright 
This exquiſite machine, with all its wheels, 
Tho intervolv'd, exact; and pointing out 
Liz's rapid, and irrevocable flight, 
With ſuch an index fair, as none can miſs, 
Who tts an eye, nor ſleeps till it is clos'd, 
Dnen mine eye, dread Deity! to read 
Ihe tacit doctrine of thy works; to ſee 
Ing as they are, voalter'd thro” the glaſs 
DV! worldly wiſhes, Time, eternity? 
BE 115 theſe, miſmeaſur'd, ruin al! mankind) 
det them before me; let me lay them both 
In equal ſcale and learn their various weight, 
Let time appear a moment, as it is: 
ad let cternity's full orb, at once, 
Tora on my ſoul, and ſtrike into heav'a. 
Dien ſhall I ſee far more than charms me now? 
Ne on creation's model in thy breaſt 
reid, nor wonder at the tranſcript more? 
heu, this vile, foreign, duſt which ſmothers a!t 
EP" travel earth's deep vale, ſhall I ſhake off? 
Den ſhall my ſoul her incarnation quit, 
Wi, re adopted to thy bleſt embrace, 
Nun her apotheofis in Thee? 
Bo! think, Lorenzo! this is wand'ring wide! 
d, ti directly ſtriking at the mark; 
aße thy dead devotion was my point; 
I low { bleſs night's conſecrating ſhades, 
ich to a temple turn an univerſe; 
with great ideas full of heav'n, 
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And antidote the peſtilential earth! 7 
In ev'ry fiorm, that either frowns, or falls, .: 
What an aſylum has the foul in pray'r! B) 
And what a fane is this, in which to pray! BY 
And what a God muſt dwell in ſuch a fane ! En 
O what a genius mutt inform the ſkies! $ 
And is Lorenzo's falamander-heart beef 
Cold, and untouch'd, amid theſe ſacred fires? inc 
Ove nocturnal ſparks! Ye glowing embers, 8 £051 
On heav*n's broad hearth! who burn, or burn nome, 5c 5 
Who blaze, or die, as great Jehovah's breath Hon 
Or blows you, or forbears; aſſiſt my ſong; Fron 
Pour your whole influence; exerciſe his heart, Wha 
do long poſſeſt; and bring him back to man. I his 
And is Lorenzo a cen.urrer ſtill ? Cf 
Pride in thy parts provokes thee to conteſt What 
1ruchs, which, conteſted, put thy parts to ſligne Bit, p 
Nor ſhame they more Lorenz o's head than heat; Derut 
A taithleſs heart, how deſpicably ſmall! bp te o 
Tos ſtrait, aught great, or gen'rous, to receive Aud & 
Fill'd with an atom! it'd, aud foul'd, with t«!; U tow 
And ſelf-miſtaken! Self, that laſls an hour Labe 
Inſtincts and paſſions, of the nobler Kind, Ie fab 
Lie ſuffocated there; or they alone, With a! 
Reaſon apart, would wake high hope; and ope. Aud cr; 
o ͤraviſh'd thought, that intellectual ſphere, None u. 
Where order, wiſdom, goodueſs, Jrovidence, Pod is a 
Their endleſs miracles of love diſplay, Tiefe py 
And promiſe all the truly great deſire. much 
The mind that would be happy, muſt be great; Sl theſe ; 
Great in its wiſhes; great in its ſurveys. Vat or 
Extended views a nariow mind extend; Mcertic 
puſh out its corrupate, expanſive make, BOY com 
Which, ere long, more than planets tha!l embrace, It mean 
A man of compaſs makes a man of worth; ich Atty; 
Divine contemplate, and become divine, long (a1 
As man was made for glory, and for blits, ſep' rate 
All littleneſs is in approach to woe; Wd leads ; 


4 . - 
4 ren zo 
* 21 
SANS; 


0 Colt th 


Open thy boſom, ſet thy wiſhes wide, 
And let in manhood ; let in happineſs ; 
Admit the boundleſs theatre of thought 
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From nothing, up to God; which makes a man. 
Take God fromr nature, nothing great is left; 
Man's mind is in a pit, and nothing ſees ; 
Man's heart is in a jakes, and loves the mirc. 
8 werge from thy profound; erect thine eye; 
e thy diſtreſs! How cloſe art thou befieg'd ! 
50 ſeg'd by nature, the proud ſceptic's foe ! 
inclos'd by theſe innumerable worlds, 
Sparkling conviction on the darkeſt mind, 
| As in a golden net of Providence, 
How art thou caught, ſure captive of belief! 
| * m this thy bleſt captivity what art, 
Wat blaſphemy to reaſon, ſets thee free! 
lis ſcene is heav'n's indulgent violence: 
[Cut thou hear up againſt this tide of glory? 
What is earth boſom "dj in theſe ambient orbs, 
Pat, faith in God impos'd, and preſs'd on man ? 
Dea thou ſtill litigate thy deſp'rate cauſc, 
N. of theſe num'rous, awtvil, witneſſes, 
d doubt the depoſition of the ſkies? 
7 aow laborions is thy way to ruin! 
Laburious! Tis impracticable quite; 
Ne bak beyond a doubt, in this debate, 
With all his weight of wiſdom, and of will, 
Red crime ſlagatious, I defy a fool. 
Poue with they did; but no man diſbeleves. 
4 dis a ſpirit; ſpirit cannot ftrike 
ele gros material organs: God by man 
4 nuch is ſeen, as man a God can ſee, 
W theſe aſtoniſhing exploits of pow'r, 
Nat order, beauty, motion, diftance, ſize ! 
cacertion of deſign, how exquiſite! 
po complicate, in their divine police! 
Wt means! great ends! conſent to general god 
Ech attribute of theſe material gods, 
my (and that what ſpacious pleas) ador'd 
rate conqueſt gains o'er rebel thought; 
$4 icals in triumph the whole mind of man. 
: - renzo! this may ſeem harangue to thee; 
Wallis apt to ſeem, that thwarts our will, 
dot thou, then, demand a ſimple prof 
L: 5 


_ 


— 


— —— — 


— — 


PF T I ere 1 rt iy ey 20S 
. IOW 9 


- 


4 


— — — V—2—ͤ 


* * — — 


<> 


— 
LENS 


— 


— 2 
2 I I. — 


— 


— 


r 


— 


—ͤ—¹—C œ ᷣ eld eg 
— N — - 


Os 


+. 
_ — 


>< —— — — 1— 4 — 


— P 


2 —— — 


——  _— — — wm 


226 THE CONSOLATION. Night IX. 


1 Of this great maſter-moral of the ikies, 
4 Unſkill'd, or diſinclin'd, to read it there? 
Since 'tis the baſis, and all drops without it, 
Take it, in one compact, unbroken chain. 
Such proof inſiſts on an attentive ear; 
„will not make one amid a mob of thoughts, 
And, for thy notice, ſtruggle with the world. 
Retire; — the world ſhut out; — thy thoughts cn 
Imagination's airy wing repreſs; 
Lock up thy ſenſes ;—let no paſhon ſtir; 
Wake all to reaſon ;—let her reign alone; — 
Then, ia thy ſouls deep filence, and the depth 
Of narure's ſilence, midnight, thus inquire, 
As I have done ;—and ſwall inquire no more, 
In nature's channel, thus the queſtzons run :;— 
«K What am I? ad from whence —Inotlun know 
« But that Jam; and, ſince I am, conclude 
« Something eternal: had there e'er been nous ht, 
% Nought ſtill had been: eternal there mnt be. 
„ But what eternal Wh y not human race? 
c And Adam's auceſtors without an end? — 


Ch 3 1 


« That's hard to be conceiv'd, ſince ev'ry link 4 
« Ot that loag-chain'd ſuccedion is ſo frail; Ta 
« Can ev'ry part depend, and not the whole? n 
&« Yet grant it true : new difficulties riſe ; = 
« I'm ftill quite out at ſea; nor ſee the ore. 100 Au 
« Whence earth, and theſe bright orbs? Eternal :00! BR ... © 
« Great matter was eternal; ſtill theſe 01%; k ie f 
« Would want ſome other father much deliza : 
is ſeen in all their motions, all their makes; 1 
« Deſign implies intelligence, and art: : 6 nat 
« That can't be from themſelves - or man; that att . 
« Man ſcarce can comprehend, could man below! 1 2 dit] 
« And nothing greater, vet allow'd, than man.— unt! 
© Who, motion, foreign to the ſmall eſt grain, 1 'Or 
6 Shot thro? vaſt maſſes of enormous weight? ner 
« Who bid brute matter's reſtive lump ans una 
« Such various forms, and gave it wings to fy? 5 Ereat 
« Has matter innate motion? Then each atom, 9 : the 
nature 
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1 And hangs creation, like a precious gem, 
Tho? little, on the footſtool of his throne ! 

li That little gem, how large! a weight le By 
| From a fixt ſtar, in ages can it reach BI 

mi This diſtant earth? Say, then, Lorenzo! where, 

1 Where ends this mighty building? Where begin | 

The ſuburbs of creation ? Where the wal! b 
hoſe battlements look o'er into the vale 1 

Ot non-exiſtence, nothing's ſtrange abode? 

Say, at what point of ſpace Jehovah dr op p 4 

His flacken'd line, aud laid his balance by; 

Veigh'd worlds, and meaſur'd infinite, no more! 

Where, rears his terminating pillar high 

Its extra-muncane head; aud fays, to gods, 

In characters illuſtrious as the fun, 


T /tand, the plau's proud period; I pronomce 
The work accompli/h'ds the creation clys'a: 
Shou, all ye gods ! nor ſhout, ye gods, alone ; 
Of al! that tives, or, if devoid of life, 

That re/ts, NZ rolls 5 e he guts, Z depths, "uu 
Fer joind ! reſorind ! ye aepths, and lieigits, , . 


M—y 
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Hard are theſe queſtions-Anſwer harder ſull. 
Is this the ſole exploit, the fingle birth, | 
1 he ſolitary ſon of pow'r divine? 
er has th' Almighty Father, with a breath, 
Impregnated the womb of diſtant ſpace? 

Has he not bid, in various provinces, BY 
Brother-creations the dark bowels burſt I, 
Of night primeval; burren, now, no more? 
And he the central Sun, tranſpiercing all 

T hoſe giant-generations, which ditport, 
And dance, as motes, iu his merfian ray; 
1 1 hat ray withdrawu, benighted, or ab bſorb'd, bus 
Ws | In that abyſs of horror, whence hs ſprung; b Had. 
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Rival creation raviſh'd from his throne? 
Chaos ! of nature both the womb, and grave! 
T hiak'ft thou, my ſcheme, Lorenzo, ſpread; too wie! 
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Juſt, in conjecture, tho? *twere falſe in fact. 

If *tis an error, 'tis an error ſprung 

From noble root, high thought of the Moſt High. 
But wherefore error? Who can prove it ſuch '— 
He that can ſet Omnipotence a hound. 

(an man conceive beyond what God can do? 
Nothing, but quite impoſſible, is hard. 

Ee ſummons into being, with like caſe, 

A whole ereation, and a fingle grain. 

Speaks he the word? a thouſand worlds are born! 
A thouſand worlds? There's ſpace for millions more ! 


| And in what ſpace can his great fiat fail? 


Condema me not, cold critic ! but indulge 
e warm imagination: Why condemn? 


© Why not indulge ſuch thoughts, as ſwell our hearts 

& With fuller admiration of that pow'r, 

No gives our hearts with ſuch high thoughts to ſwell? 
hy not indulge in his augmented praiſe? 

E D:rts not his glory a till brighter ray, 


Tir: lefs is left to chaos, and the realms 


EO: hideous night, where fancy firays aghaſt ; 


* j 1 


,; ho' mott talkative, makes no r: port? 


stal ſcems my thought enormous? "Think again 


Egerience' ſelf ſhall aid thy lame belief, 
ee. that revelation to the ſighit ') 

EE: vc they not led us deep in the diſcloſe 
WL: 021c-f nn nature, exquiſitely ſmall, 
Wd, tho? demonſtrated, (till ill-conceiv'd? 


— 


1e1, on the reverſe, the mind would mount 
magnitude, what mi..d can mount too far, 
keep the balance, and creation poiſe? 
ec alone can err ou fuch a theme; 
at is too great, if we the cauſe ſurvey? 
endous Architects 1 hou! Thou art all! 
100! flies up and down in thoughts of Thee, 
Had herſelf but at the centre fill! 
AN, thy name! exittence. all thine own! 

e mion's nothing; flatter'd much, if ſtyl'd 
4 he chin, the fleeting atmoſphere of God,” 
for the voice—of what? of whom — What voice 
WRT to my wants, in ſuch aicent! 
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Tell me, Lorenzo! 
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As dares to deem one nniverſe too ſmall? 
(for now fancy glows, 


Fir'd in the vortex of Almightv pow'r) 
Is not this home- creation, in the map 


Of univesy!{ 
Like fair Britannia in our litt 
- pron Fo fair, and glorious, 
But, elſe 
In fancy 
Canſt thou not f 


al natute, as a ſpeck, 

le hall! 

for its ff LC 
r'd; far 

for the Fact deyor nd us lies) 

gute it, an ifle, almoſt 

Too ſmall for notice, in the vaſt of being; : 


Sever'd by mighty ſeas of unbuilt ſpace, 


From other realms; from ample c 
Of higher life, where nobler natives dwell: 
Leſs northern, leſs re 
heneath the line of the 
Where ſouls in excellence make haſte, put forth 
nor the late autumn wait 

1 worth, but ripen ſoon to gods! 

ſuch depths as theſe? 


Glowing 


Luxurian 

Ot huma 
Yet why drown fancy in 

Return, preſumptuous rover! and confeſs 

ihe bounds of man; nor blame them, as roo mill 


CO tine 


note from Deity, 
upreme yz; 


Enjoy we not full ſcope in what is ſeen? 


Full 

#4 1 CY 

ul an * 
4 


Full g! 


ihe matc! Met monarch, trom 
Lavith ot buſt 2 throws 


Farther 


* 
101 4 


12 dominions of the ſun! 
to behold ! How mes how when , 
his flaming 
'hi s beams about him 
faſter, than a thought can "og 


And feeds his planets with eternal fires! 


1 his Heliopolis, by greater far, | 
Than the proud tyrant of the Nile, was built; 


And he alone, who built it, can deſtroy. 


Beyond this city, why trays human thong 
One wonderful, enough for man to know! 


One innnite, enough for maa to range! 


Gne firmament, enough fot man to read! 


O what voluminous inſtruction here! 


What page of wiſdom is deny'd him? None; 


If learning his chief leſſon makes him wiſe. 


Nor is inſtruction, here, our only g gain; 


There dwells a noble pathos in the ſkies, 


out ſhone ” 


4 9 5140 
It ſacr 
Dine! 


1 man 


1 Monn 


14 


+ Diaz 0 


ho rea 


8 Chriſ 
4 Jangua, 


lang uag 


thoſe t 
N, from it 


auguage 
Aces an 
lich oft | 
7 -ſupj 
d cripty 
Pendous 
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THE CONSOLATION. 


Which warms our paſſions, proſelytes our hearts, 
How eloquently ſhines the glowing pole! 
Vith what authority it gives its charge, 
Nemonſtrating great truths in ſtyle ſublime, 
Tho" hlent, loud! heard earth around ; above 
The planets heard; and not unheard in hell: 
Heil-has her wonder, though too proud to praife, 
s earth, then, more infernal? Has ſhe thoſe, 
Who neither praiſe (Lorenzo!) nor adinire? 
Lorenzo's admiration, pre-engag'd, 
Ne'er aik'd the moon one queſtion ; never held 
Lea correſpondence with a nngzle ſtar; 
cer tear'd an altar to the Queen of heav'n 
Walking in brightneſs ; or her tr ain ador'd, 
Theit ſublunary rivals have long ſince 
Fagroſs'd his whole devotion ; ſtars malign, 
Wich made their fond afronomer run mad, 
ken Nis intellect, corrupt his heart; 
Cauſe him to ſacrifice his fame and peace 
o momentary madneſs, call'd delight. 
Wdolater, more groſs than ever kiſs'd 
lhe lifted har d: to Luna, or pour'd out 
e hlood to Jove -O Thou, to whom! belongs 
tt facritice ! O 'l hou great Jove unfelan'd! 
WD vine I. nſtructor thy firſt volume this, 
For man's peruſal; all in capitals! 
Jr moon and f ars (heav'n's golden alphabet) 
3 iiez'd to ſeize the fight 3 who runs, may read 
ho ads can underſtand. is uncontin'd 
? Chriſtian land or Jewry ; fairly, writ, 
language univerſal, to mankind : 
language lofty to the learn'd; yet plain 
Fo thoſe that feed the lock, or guide the plough, 
from its huſk, ſtrike out the bounding grain, 
language, worthy the great mind, that ipca 
Wee and comment, to the ſacred page! 
\ hich ofe reters its reader to the ſkies, 
175 ſuppoſing his firſt leſſon there, 
d ſeripture- ſelf a fragment, that unread, 
Prendous book of wiſdom, to the wiſe! 
Ppendous book! and open'd, Night, by thee. 
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232 THE CONSOLATION. Night IX. 
By thee much open'd, I confeſs, O Night! FT 
Yet more I wiſh; but how ſhall I prevail? „ 


Say, gentle Night! whote modeſt, maiden beams 
Give us a new creation, and preſeat 


The world's great picture ſotten'd to the fight; Ho 
Nay, kiader far, far more indulgent ftil!, 15 
Say, thou, whoſe mild dominion's filver key, Pi 
Uniocks our hemiſphere, and ſets to view . 
Worlds beyond number; worlds conceaPd by dy is 
Behind the proud, and envious ſtar of noon! At 
Cauſt thou not draw a deeper ſcene '—And fhew [ pa 
the mighty Potentate, to whom belong And 
1 hcſe rich regalia pompouſly diſplay'd 1 
To kindle that high hope? Like him of Uz *, 11 
I gaze around; I] ſearch oa ev'ry fide— Witt 
Q for a glimpſe of Him my ſoul adores! Amie 
As the chac d hart, amid the defart waſte, EO: in 
Fauts for the living ſtream; for Him who made her E lite | 
So pants the thirſty ſoul, amid the blank bro 
Of ſublunary joys. Say, goddeſs! where ? A wil 
Where blazes his bright court? Where burns his thre ber 
Thou know'ſt; for thou art near him; by thee rovid erha 
His grand pavilion, ſacred fame reports, Nor h. 
Ine {able curtain's drawn, If not, can none is b. 
thy fair daughter-train, ſo ſwift of wing, Ur, far 
travel far, diſcover where he dwells, W\ or is 
tar his dwelling pointed out below +, De gr 
e Pleiades! Arcturus! Mazaroth ! For aid 
nd thou, Orion g! of il} Keener eye ho by 
a ye, who guide the wilder'd in the waves, her 
And briug them out of tempeſt into port TFauſe 
On which hand muſt I bend my courſe to find him! uma. 
Theſe courtiers Keep the ſecret of their Ring; Nere a 
] wake whole nights, in vain, to ſteal it from em. n 
I wake; and, waking, climb niglit's radiant !ca.ty Hoaſt 
From ſphere to ſpliere; the ſteps by nature ſet nine, 
For mau's aſcent; at once to tempt aud aid; 4 iq ſee : 
taoufar 
* Job. + Matt. ii. 2. | much 7 


t Names of ſeveral conſtellations in the heavens. 


We 


I . 


11 
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To tempt his eye, and aid his towriing thought; 
Ih it arrives at the great goal of all. 


ju ardent contemplation's rapid car, 


From earth, as from my barrier, I fet out. 


How ſwift I mount! Diminiſh'd earth recedes; 
I paſs. the moon; and, from her farther ſide, 
Pierce heav*n's blue curtain; firike into remote; 


| Where, with his lifted tube, the ſubtile ſage 
is artuicialy airy journey takes, 


Aud no celeſtial lengthens human fight, 


E | pauſe at every planet on my road, 
Aach aſk for Him who gives their orbs to roll, 


Their foreheads fair to ſhine. From Saturn's rings 
[1 which, of earths an army might be loſt, 


With the bold comet, take my bolder flight, 


MM 


id thoſe ſov'reign glories of the ſkies, 


EO: independent, native luſtre proud; 
be ſonls of ſyſtems! and the lords of life, 
& | 170) their wide empires What behold I now? 


Awicerneſs of wonders burning round; 


here larger ſuns inhabit higher ſpheres ; 


= 7 


* 


Verhaps the villas of deſcending gods! 
! 
| 
lis hut the threſhold of the Deity ; 
Dr, far beneath it, I am grov ling ſtill. 
Poris it ſtrange; 1 built on a miſtake ! 
@ 1 zrandeur of his works, whence folly ſought 
rad, to reaſon ſets his glory higher; 
ho built thus high for worms (mere worms to him) 
W where, Lorenzo! muſt the builder dwell? 
Pauſe, then; and for a moment, here reſpire— 
W b1man thought can Keep its ſtation here, 


ere am 1'—Where is earth? N ay, where art thou, 


as the ſun turn'd recluſe *—And are 
W's boaſted expeditions ſthoit to mine! 

une, how ſhort ! On nature's Alps I ſtand, 
Wis {ce a rhouſand firmaments beneath! 
oufand ſyſtems ! as a thouſand grains! 

© 1iCh a firanger, and fo late arriv'd, 

daa man's curions ſpirit not enquire, 
are the natives of this world ſublimey 
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234 THE CONSOLATION, Nizkt 1%, 


Of this ſo foreign, unterreſtrial ſphere, 
Where mortal, untranſlated, never ſtray'd? 

« © ye, as diſtant from my little home, 

As ſwifteſt ſun-beams in an age can fly! 
Far from my native element I roam, 

In queſt of new, and wonderful, to man, 
What province this, of his immenſe domain, 
Whom all obey? Or morta!s here, or gods: 
« Ye bord'rers on the coaſts of bliſs! What are hen 
« A colony from heav'n? Or only rais'd, 

« By frequent viſit from heav'n's neighbouring realus 
«K To ſecondary gods, and halt-divine?—- 

« Whate'r your nature, this is paſt diſpute, 

« Far other life you live, far other tongve 

« You talk, far other thought, perhaps, you think, 
«© Than man. How various are the works of Gad, 
« But ſay, what thought? Is reaſon here enthroa's, 
„% And abſolute? Or ſenſe in arms againſt her”? 

« Have you two lights? Or need you no reveals 
« Enjoy your happy realms their golden age! 

« And had your Eden an abfiemious Eve? 

« Or Eve's fair daughters prove their pedigre®, 

t And aſk their Adams—* Who would not be vite! 
“ Or, if your mother fell, are you redeem'd ? 

&« And if redeem*'d—is your Redeemer ſcoru's? 

« Is this your final refidence? If not, 

« Change you your ſcene, tranſlated ? Or by death! 
&« And if by death, What death !—Know you diſeale. 
« Or horrid war?—With war, this fatal hour, 

« Europa groans (ſo call we a ſmall field, 

« Where kings run mad). In our world, death deputes 
« Jntemperance to do the work of ape! 

« And, hanging up the quiver nature gave him, 
« As flow of execution, for diſpatch 

« Sends forth imperial butchers ; bids them ſay 

«© Their ſheep (the filly ſheep they fleec'd betore) 
« And to's him twice ten thouſand at a mea. 

Sit all your executioners on thrones ? 

% With you, can rage for plunder make a God 

« And bloodſhed waſh out ev'ry other ſtain— 
But you, perhaps, can't bleed; From matte! giv 
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« Your fpirits clean, are delicately clad 

la tine-ſpun, ether, privileg'd to ſoar, 

« Unloaded, uninfected: How unlike 

Ahe lot of man! How few of human race 

By their own mud unmurder'd! How we wage 
Self- war eternal!—Ts your painful day 

t hardy conflict o' er? Or are you ſtill 

* Raw candidates at ſchool? And have you thoſe 
„% Who diſaffected reverſions, as with us ?— 

* But what are we? You never heard of man, 


| © Orcarth; the bedlam of the univerſe ! 


„Where reaſon (undiſeas'd with you) runs mad, 
% And nurſes Folly's children as her own; 
& Fond of the fouleſt. In the ſacred mount 


Or holineſs, where reaſon is pronounc'd 
* Infallible, ard thunders like a god; 


Een there, by ſaints, the demons are outdone : 
* What theſe think wrong, our ſaints refine to right! 


And Kindly teach dull hell her own black arts; 
E © S2tan, inſtructed, o'er their moral ſmiles.— 


Put this, how ſtrange to you, who Know not man! 
Has the leaſt rumour of our race arriv'd? 
E* Cill'd here Elijah, in his flaming car *! 
* Faſt by you the good Enoch 4, on his road 
Iso thoſe fair fields, whence Lucifer was hurl'd : 
Who bruſh'd, perhaps, your ſphere, in his deſcenc, 
F Stain'd your pure cryſial ether, or let fall 
EA ſhort eclipſe from his portentous ſhade ? 
EO! that the fiend had lodg*d on ſome broad orb 
E Athwart his way; nor reach'd his preſent home, 
' then blacken'd earth with footſteps foul'd in hell, 
Nor waſh'd in occean, as from Rome he pait 
To Britain's ifle ; too, too, co:\picuous there!“ 
| But this is all digreſſion; Where is lies 
Eber o'er heav'n's battlements the felon hurl'd 
Lo groans, and chains, and darkneſs? Where is he 
do {ces creation's ſummit in a vale? 
Re, hom, while man is man, he can't but ſeek 


1 


* 2 Kings li. 11. + Geneſis v. 24. 
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236 THE CONSOLATION, Night IX, 


And if he finds, commences more than man? 
O for a teleſcope his throne to reach! 

Tell me, ye learn'd on earth! or bleſt above! 
Ye ſearching, ye Newtonian angels! tell, 


Where's your great Maſter's orb! His planets, where? 


W 


Thoſe conſcious ſatellites, thoſe morning ſtars, 

F:r& born of Deity! From central love, 

By veneration moſt profound, thrown oft ; 

By ſweet attraction, no leſs ſtrongly drawn; 

Aw'd, and yet raptur'd, raptur'd yet ſerene; 

Paſt thought, illuſtrious, but with borrow'd beams; 

In fill approaching circles, ſtill remote, 

Revolving round the tun's eternal Sire! 

Or fent, in lines direct, on emhaſſies 

To nations—1n what latitude ?—Beyond 

Jerreſtrial thonght's horizon And oa what 

High errands Jeut ?—Here human effort ends; 

And leaves me ſtill a ftranger to his throne. 
Full well it might! I quite miſtook my road, 

Born in an age more curious than devout 

More fond to fix the place of heav'n, or hell, 

Than ſtudious this to ſhun, or that ſecure. 

is not the curious, but the pious path, 

That leads me to my point: Lorenzo! know, 

Without or fiar, or angel, for their guide, 

Who worſhip God, ſhall ünd him. Humble love, 

Aud not proud reaſon, keeps the door of heaven; 

Love finds admiſſion, where proud ſcience fails, 

Man's ſcience is the culture of his heart; 

And nod to loſe his plumbet in the deprhs 

Of nature, or the more profound of God, 

Either to Know, is an attempt that ſets 

The wiſeſt on a level with the fool. 

To fathom nature (ill-attempted here!) 

Paſt doubt, is deep philoſophy above; 

Higher degrees in bliſs archangels take, 

As deeper learn'd ; the deepeſt, learning ſtill. 

For what a thunder of Omnipotence 

(So might I dare to ſpeak!) is ſeen in all! 

lu man! in earth! in more amazing ſkics! 


THE CONSOLATION, 


ching this leſſon, pride is loth to learn — 
t deeply to diicern, not much to know, 


ez 


kind was born to wonder, and adore,” 
s there cauſe for higher wonder ſtill, 
at which ſtruck us from our paſt turveys? 
id for deeper adoration too. 
ny late airy travel unconfin'd, 
learn'd nothing? Yes, Lorenzo! This; 
"theſe ſtars is a religions houſe ; 
1cir altars {moke, their incenſe riſe, 
ard hofannabs ring thro? ev'ry ſphere, 
nary fraught with tuture gods. 
all o'er is conſecrated ground, 
g with growths immortal, and divine, 
-at Proprietor's all-bounteous hand 
nothing waſte, but ſows theſe fiery fields 
eds of reaſon, which to virtues riſe 
i his genial ray; and, if eſcap'd 
\Hlential blaſis of ſtubborn will, 
row mature, are gather'd for the ſkies. 
devotion thought too much on earth, 
'cings, ſo ſuperior, homage boaſt, 
umph in proſtrations to the Throne? 
wherefore more of planets, or of ſtars? 
journies, and, diſcover'd there, 
>niard worlds, ten thouſand ways devout, 
ure ſending incenſe to the throne, 
the bold Lorenzos? of our ſphere? 
the ſolemn ſources of my ſoul, 
have pour'd, like feipn'd Eridanus, 
ng numbers o'er the flaming ſkies, 
„ Of fancy, or of ſact, what more 
the muſe—here turn we and review 
nocturnal landſcape wide :—then ſay, 
en, Lorenzo with what burſt of heart, 
ole, at once, revolving in his thought, 
wan exclaim, adoring, and, aghait? 
lat a root! O what a branch is here! 
wt a father! what a family! 
Ws! ſyfems! and creations '—And creations, 
dae agglomerated cluſter hung, 
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238 THE CONSOLATION. Night IX, 


« *# Great Vine! on Thee, on Thee the cluſter ! hangs; 
{© The filial cluſter! infinitely ſpread 

% In glowing globes, with various being fraught; 

« And drinks (nectateous draught!) immortal lite, 
„Or, ſhall 1 ſay (for who can ſay enough?) 

« A conſtellation of ten thoufand gems ! 

« (And O, of what dimenſion! of what weight 


Set in one ſignet, flames on the right hand : 
« Of Majeſty Divine! The blazing ſeal, ; 
« '| hat deeply ſtamps, on all created mind, , 
« Indelible, His ſov'reign attributes, 
* Omnipotence, and Love! That, paſſing hound: 5 
And this, ſurpaſſing that. Nor ſtop we here, lj 
„ For want of pow'r in God, but thought in ma, 7 
« Ev'n this ackuowledg'd leaves us ſtil} in debt; 5 
« If greater aught, that greater all is Thine, 501 
« Dread Sire - Accept this miniature of Thee; k 
© And pardon an attempt from mortal thought, th 
« In which archangels might have fail'd unblam'd.“ } 
How ſuch ideas of th' Almighty” s pow'r, de! 
And ſuch ideas of th' Almighty's plan, boi 
Ideas not abſurd) diſtend the thought 311 
Of teeble mortals! nor of them alone! h 
1 he fullneſs of the Deity breaks forth ich 
In inconceivables to men, and gods. 1. Il 
Think, then, O th nk ; nor ever drop the thought; d he 
How low muſt man deſcend, when gods adore |— x for 
Have I not, then, accompliſh'd my proud boat ? ety 
Did I not tell thee, © We would mount, Lorenzo! ne 
« And kindle our devotion at the ſtars?“ comt 
And have I faiPd? And did I flatter thee? ho“ b 
And art all adamant? And doſt confute Y fuc 
All urg'd, with one irrefragable ſmile ? Matte; 
Lorenzo! Mirth how miſerable here! tell tl 
Swear by the ſtars, by HIM who made them, {wea!, hob t. 
Thy heart, henceforth, ſhall be as pure as they: Thoſe 
Then thou, like them, ſhalt ſhine ; like them ſhalt ris "i 
From low to lofty ; from obſcure to bright ; in gra 
By due gradation, nature's ſacred law. reatio 
ell his 


* John xv. 13 
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lars, from whence?—A&4tk chaos—He can tell. 
c bright temptations to idolatry, 

i darkneſs, and contuſion, took their birt?; 
of detormity ! From fluid dregs 

rean, firſt they roſe to mailes rude : 

then, to ſpheres opaque; then dimly ſhone; 
1 brighten'd; then blaz'd out in perfect day. 
ire delights. in progreſs; in advance 

n worſe to better: but, when minds aſcend, 
zreſo, in part, depends upon themſelves. 

n aids exertion; greater makes the great; 
voluntary little leflens more. 

a man and thou ſhale be a god! 

! halt ſelf made !—Ambition how divine! 
thou, ambitious of diſgrace alone! 

undevout ? Unkindled — H ho? high taught, 
207d by the ſkves 3 aad pupil of the ſtars 

« coward to the faſhionable world! 

thou aſham'd to bend thy knee to heav'n ? 
ume of pride, exhal'd from dcepeſt hell! 
de in religion is man's higheſt praiſe, 

on deſtruction! and in love with death! 

Ft al} theſe luminaries, quench'd at once, 

't half fo ſad, as one.benighted mind, 

ch gropes for happineſs, and meets deſpair, 
#, lke a widow in her weeds, the night, 

d her glimm'ring tapers, fileat firs! 

# torrowfnl, how deſolate, ſhe weeps 

petual dews, and ſaddens nature's ſcene! 

pcene more fad fin makes the darken'd ſonl, 

p comfort Kills, nor leaves one ſpark alive. 

Lol blind of heart, {till open is thine eye: 
uch magnificence in all thou ſeeſt? 

Natter's grandeur, know, one end is this, 

ell the rational, who gazes on it— 

Lo that immenſely great, ſtill greater He, 

P hoſe breaſt, capacious, can embrace, and lodge, 
Iaburthen'd, nature's univerſal ſcheme ; 

an graſp creation with a ſingle thought; 
reation graſp and not exclude its Sire.“ _ 
gell him farther =——& It behoves him much 
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« To guard th' important, 
& Ot being, brighter hw: a t! houfand ſuns! 

& One fingle ray of thought outſhines them all.“ — 
And if man hears obedient, ſoon he'll ſoar 
Superior heights, and on his purple wing, 

His purple wing bedropp'd with eyes of gold, 
Riſing, where thought is now jth to riſe, 

Look down triumphant on theſe dazzling phe 


t depending; fate 


Why then perſiſt ?—No mortal ever lis 


But, dying, he 
he whole that charms thee, abſolutely vain; 
Vain, 2! w far worſe !—Think thou, with dy: 


() 


pronounc'd (when words are 


-icend to think as angels think! 


O tolerate a chance for happineſs! 
Our 


e ſuch, ill choice enſures ill fate; 
And hell had been, tho? there had been 


of thou not know, my new a ronomer: 
Earth, turning from the ſun, brings ma 
Man turning from his God, bri 
Where thou canſt read no morals, and x no PE 
Amend no manners, and expect no peace. 

How deep the darknets! 
And far, how far, from lambent are the flames! 
Such is Loren 
The prond, the politic, L orenzo's praiſe! 
Tho? 
I've halt 


zo's purchaſe! ſuch his 


in his car, and levell'd at his heart, 
read o'er the volume of the mies. 
For think not thou haſt heard all this ir 


My ſong but echoes wha ie great nature 1 
What has ſhe { 
Thus ſpea 


cc 
44 
14 


, «Place at nature 
A Sov'reign, u hich x 0'ET 
„ prom honor s his com 
all, diffuſes endleſs good; 

To whom for fure redreſs, the wrong'd 
The vile for mercy ; | 
By whom, the various tenants of theſe 
Diverſify'd in fortunes, place, and pow'r*, 
Rais'd in enjoyment, as in worth they riſe, 
e at length (if worthy ſuch approac: 

At that bleſt fountain- head, from which th 4 


vo 


4 - 1 21 
3 1J [ itona] ! 
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Where conflict Paſt redoub] 
And preſe: 


b 66 


it joy looks forward On in greaſe; 
Audithat on more; no per! 
A double! 


200n! a promiſe, 


t ſuits their make; jt foothes 
Faſfon 18 pleas'd, and r. aſon a 


a 
Lis great Bu 


Ir darkens! ſhocks! excruciates ! ar 
Leaves us qu 


} 


day, then, Lorenzo! (for th 


« 


Hates vice? 


thou ſha 
_ * 
neither 


art thou 


! U.tNee 


i Poiſon : 


(then fubſiſting into fina] gall ? 


Mere want Ot compass in our thong 

ion, what Ihe proof of common ſenſe; 

art thou hooted, where the leaſt Prevails? 
fault, ir theſe truths e 


It never he miſca 


es preſent joy; 


od ! eV'ry flew 


and z 51.18.55 


V Eaſy fits this ſcheme on human hearts; 


their vaſt de fires - 
ks no more ; 

t what js thine? 

1d confounds: 


ite naked, both of help aud hope, 
bad to Worſe; feiy Years, the {port 
ortune; then, the morſe] 


of deſnair, 
on Know je well) 


4'l thee tool? 
I'd by me. 


lame, nor terror, ſtand thy friend: 
> 


Itill an inſe4 in the mire 
M, like thy guardian angel, 


from earth: 


ikroduc'd thee to the throne ! 
a ſtil] carouſing, fo 


rſt, fermenting 


eings gf ſublime, immortal 


. ocking is all Joy, whoſe 


3 eſcorted thee thro? ahi 
E Clicres] armies ; Walk'd thee, like a god 
” \plendors of firſt magnitude, arranged 


have 1 lown ; 


adiſe of God 


r delight, 

to mere froth, 
make 

end is ſure! 


it, 
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For, by rong guilt's moſt violent aſſault, 


Conſcience is but diſabled, not deſtroy'd. 

O thou moſt awful being, and moſt vain ! 
Thy will how frail! how glorious is thy pow'r! 
ho dread eternity has ſown her ſeed: 
Of bliſs, and woe, in thy defpotic breaſt ; h 
Tho” heav'n, and hell, depend upon thy choice! 
A butterfly comes croſs, and both are fled, 
Is this the picture of a rational ? 
This horrid image, ſhall it be moſt ju? 
Lorenzo! No: It cannot,—ſhall not be, 
If there is force in reaſon; or, in ſounds, 
Chanted beneath the glimpſes of the moon, 
A magic, at this planetary hour, 
When flumber locks the gen'ral lip, and dream 
Thro' ſenſeleſs mazes huat ſouls un-inſpir'd. 
Attend—The ſacred myſteries begin— 
My ſolemn night-born adjuration hear: 
Hear, and I'll raife thy ſpirit from the duſt ; 
While the ſtars gaze on this enchantment new; 
Enchantment not infernal, but divine! 

« By ſilence, death's peculiar attribute; 
« By darkneſs, guilt's inevitable doom; 
% By darknefs, and by ſilence, ſiſters dread 
© hat draw the curtain round night's ebon thron 
« And raiſe ideas, ſolemn as the ſcene! 
« By night, and all of awful, night prefents 
1 To thought or ſenſe (of awful much, to both, 
« The goddeſs brings!) By theſe her trembiiug “ 
& Like Veſta's, ever burning; and, like hers, 
« Sacred to thoughts immaculate, and pure! 
* By theſe bright orators, that prove, and praiſe, 
© And preſs thee to revere the DEITY; 
« Perhaps too, aid thee, when rever'd awhile, 
«« To reach his throne; as ſtages of the ſoul, _ 
« Thro? which, at difi'rent periods, ſhe ſhall pat 
« Refining gradual, for her final height, 
« And purging off ſome droſs at ev*ry ſphere! 
* By this dark pall thrown o'er the filent world! 
„ By the world's kings, and kingdoms, moſt tend 


ore i11 
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„ From ſhort ambition's zenith ſet for ever; 
Sad prefage to vain boaſters, now in bloom! 
« By the long lift of ſwift mortality, 
« From Adam downward to this ev'ning knell, 


„Which midnight waves in fancy's ſtartled eye; 0 
« And ſhocks her with an hundred centuries, { 
„ Round death's black banner throng'd in human di ; 
« By thouſands, now reſigning their laſt breath, thought 44 
« And calling thee—wert thou ſo wiſe to hear! 1 % 
& By tombs o'er tombs ariſing; human earth 1 


Ejected to make room for human earth, 

he monarch's terror! and the ſexton's trade! 
„hy pompous obſequies, that ſhun the day, 
| © The torch funereal, and the nodding plume, 
Which makes poor man's humiliation proud; 

&* Boaſt of our ruin! Triumph of our duſt! 
ny the damp vault that weeps o'er royal bones ; 
And the pale lamp that ſhews the ghaſtly dead, 
More ghaſtly, thro" the thick incumbent gloom! 
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0 : 
By viſits (if there are) from darker ſcenes, 1 
© The gliding ſpectre! and the groaning grave! 
F By groans, and graves, and miſeries that groan 3 
For the grave's ſhelter ! By deſponding men, ſ 
enſeleſs to pains of death, from pangs of guilt ! f 


F By guilt's laſt audit! By yon moon in blood, 
Ihe rocking firmament, the falling ſtars, 
And thunder's laſt diſcharge, great nature's knell! 
hy ſecond chaos; and eternal night”— 
pc wife Nor let Philander blame my charm ; 
Wit own not ill-diſcharg'd my double debt, 
Pere to the living; duty to the dead. 
For know, I'm but executor ; he left 
Ius moral legacy! I make it o'er N 
ls command; Philander hear in me; 9 I! 
id heavn in both. If deaf to theſe, Oh! hear 9 1 
(1610's tender voice; his wheel depends I. 
thy reſolve; it trembles at thy choice; 
Pr his ſake love thyſelf: Example ſtrikes 
human hearts; a bad example more; 
ore ſtill a father's; that enſure his ruin. 
P Parent of his being, wouldſt thou prove 
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Th? unnatural parent of his miſeries, 


And make him curſe the being which thou gay”! 


Is this the bleſſing of ſo fond a father 

If careleſs of Lorenzo! ſpare, Oh ſpare, 
Florello's father, and Philander's friend; 
Florello's father ruin'd, ruins him; 


And from Philander's friend the world expe; 


A conduct, no diſhonour to the dead. 
Let paſhon do, what nobler motive ſhould ; 
Let love, and emulation, riſe in aid 
To reaſon; and perſuade thee to be—blcft, 

J his ſeems not a requeſt to be deny'd ; 
Yet {ſuch th' infatuation of mankind !) 
„JTis the moſt hopeleſs, man can make to man. 
Shall I, then, riſe in argument, and warmth 
And urge Philander's poſthumous advice, 
From topics yet unbroach'd? 


But Oh! I faint! Mv fpirits'fail !—-Nor firan-e! 


So long on wing, and in no middle clime; 
to which my great Creator's glory call'd; 


And calls—but, now, in vain, Sleep's dewy wa, 


Has ſtrok'd my drooping lids, and promiſes 
My long arrear of reſt; the downy god 
(Wont to return with our returning peace) 
Will pay, ere long, and bleſs me with repoſe, 


Haſte, haſte, ſweet ſtranger! from the peaſant's e 
1 he ſhip-boy's hammock, or the ſoldier's ſtraw, 
Whence ſorrow never chac'd thee ; with thee br 


Not hideous viſions, as of late; hut draughts 
Delicious of well-taſted, cordial, reſt ; 

Man's rich reſtorative; his balmy bath, 
That ſupplies, lubricates, and keeps in play, 
The various movements of this nice machine, 
Which atks ſuch frequent periods of repair. 
When tir'd with vain rotations of the day, 
Sleep winds us up for the ſucceeding dawn; 


Freſh we ſpin on, till ſickneſs clogs our whee!s, 
Or death quite breaks the ſpring, and motion end 


When will it end with me? 
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66 "P HOU only know'ft! 


„Thou! whoſe broad eye, the future and the paſt, 
* Joins to the preſent; making one of three 
„Jo mortal thought! Thou Kkuow®ft, and thou alone, 


“Near, tho' remote! aud, tho” unfathom'd, felt! 
“ And tho? inviſible, for ever ſeen! 
“And ſeen in all! The great and the minute; 


“ Each globe above, with its gi 


gigantic race, 


FP [lhoſe puny vouchers of Omnipotence!) 
(94 


Their common ſource. Thou fountain runnin 
F ln rivers of communicated joy! 
ho gav'ſt us ſpeech for far, far humbler themes! 
day, by what name ſhall I preſume to cajl 
E Him | ſee burning in theſe countleſs ſuns, 
as Moſes in the buſh * Illuſtrious mind! 
lhe whole creation, lefs, far leſs, to thee, 
han that to the creation's ample round, 
How ſhall I name thee ?—How my labouring fou! 
licaves underneath the thought, too big for birth! 
$ © Great ſyſtem of perfection! Mighty cauſe 
of cauſes mighty ! cauſe uncaus d! Sole root 
of nature, that luxuriant growth of God! 
yt father of effects! that progeny 
of eadleſs ſeries ; where the golden chains 
Laſt link admits a period, who can tell? 
ether of all that is or heard, or hears! 
Father of all that is or ſcen, or ſces! 
tather of all that is, or ſhall ariſe ! 
titer of this immeaſurable maſs 
l matter multiform; or denſe, or rare; 
Opaque, or lucid ; 1apid, or at reſt ; 
N ute, or paſſing bound! In each extreme 
Erle amaze, and myſtery, to man. 
, ther of theſe bright millions of the night +! 
© which the Teaft full godhead had proclaim'd, 
Rid thrown the gazer on his knee—Or, lay, 


* Exod, ili. 2, + The ſtars. M 3 
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“ Ali-knowing! All unknown! Aud yet well known; 


ach flower, each leat, with its ſmall people ſwarm'd 


o the firſt thought, that aſłs From whence? declare 
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« Js appellation higher ſtill, thy choice? 

&« Father of matter's temporary lords! 

% Father of ſpirits! Nobler oftspring ! ſparks 

& Of high paternal glory; rich-endow'd 

With various meaſures, and with various modes 
« Of inſtinct, reaſon, intuition 5 beams 

« More pale, or bright from day divine, to break 
The dark of matter organiz 2 U (ene ware 

« Ot all created ſpirit); hea: ns, that riſe 

«Each over other in ſuperior light, 

« Till the laſt ripens into luſtre ſtrong, 

« Of next approach to godhead. Father fond 

« (Far fonder than e'er "bore that name on ea th) 
« Of intellectual beings! beings bleſt 

« With pow'rs to pleaſe thee ; not of paſſive p.) 
« 101aws they Know not; beings lodg'd in ſeats 
Of well-adapted joys, in dif rent domes 

Of this imperial palace for thy ſons; 

Of this proud, pop::lonus, w ell-policy 'd, 

Tho? bhonadlefs habitation, plann'd by the? ; 
Whoſe ſeveral clans their ſeveral climates ſuit 
« And tranſpoſit.on, doubtleſs, would detroy. 

« Or, oh! indulge, Immortal King! iadulg: 

«K A title, leſs auznk indeed, but more 

« Eudearing; ah! how ſweet in human cis, 
Sweet in our ears, and triumph in oar Learts:; 
« Father of unmortality do man ! 

« 4 theme that * lately ſet my ſoul on f.re — 


* 8 * wy 
«K And thou the next! ver equal! Thou, by W191 
« J hat bleſſing Was convey'd ; far more ! was bougu 
40 


Ineffable the price! by who! n all worlds 

„% Were made; and oar, redeem'd! illuſtrions 
& From light illu'riovs! Thou, whoſe 3 mor 
« Finite in time, but infinite in ſpace, 

« ()n more than adamantine baſis fix'd, 

« Oer more, far more, than diadems, and thronty 
« Inviolably reigus; the dread of gods! ; 

« And Oh! the friead of man! beneath whoſe foch 
« And by the mandate o whoſe awful nod, 

6 All regions, revolutions, fortunes, fates, 

Or high, of low, of mind, and matter, roll 


* Nights the Sixth and Seventh, 


cx 
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« hro' the ſhort channels of expiring time, 

Or thoreleſs ocean of etet rad 

Calm, or tempeſtuous (as thy ſpirit breathes) 
In abſolute ſubjection !-And, O Thou 
The glorious third *! diſtinct not ſeparate! 
„ Beanüng from both! with both incorporate! 
And (range to tell!) incorporate with duſt! 

© By condeſcenſton, as thy glory, great, 

CE kei! „d in man! Of human hear ts, if pure, 

« Divine inhabitant! The tie divine 
Or heav'n with diſtant earth! my whom I truft, 
6 if not inſpir'd) uncenſut'd this addreſs 

6 10 tice, to them o v hey M viter:ous Power! 

* Reveal'd—yet unreveal'd: Darkneſs in light! 
Number in unity! our joy! our dread! 
lde triple bolt that lays 2 wrong in ruin! 
EF That an mates, all right, the triple ſun! 
* * of the ſoul! her never-ſettiag ſun! 

Irlune, unutterable, uncouce;y d, 

aAbſconding, yet demonſtrable, great God! 


I 1 er than greateſt! better than the beſt! 
i:der than Kinde "4 with ſoft pity's eye, 
* Or { ſt er ſtill to ſpeak it) with thine own, 
F. ty > bricks "oc ne, from that high firmament, 


Where thou, from all eternity, haſt ou eit; 
E co; id archangels unaſſiſted ken 

* Fro n far above what mortals higheſt call? 
bg m elevation's pinnacle; Look down, 


wongh—what? Confounding interval ! thro' all, 


A ka more, than lab'ring fancy can conceive; 
o' radiant ranks of eſſences unknown ; 
Ihro' hierarchies from hierarchies detach'd ; 
Ronnd various banners of Omnjpote. ice, 
With endleſs change of ra pt'rous duties fir'd ; 
bob wond'rous dein, s interpoſing ſwarms, 
Al cluſt'ring at the call, to dwell in thee ; 
thro this wide waſte of worlds; this viſta vaſt, 
All an neg o'er with ſuns; ſuns turn'd to night 
' = thy feebleſt beam Look down, down, dow:1 
14 poor breathing particle in duſt, 
Ur lower, —an immor tal in his crimes, 


* The Holy Ghoſt, . M4 
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248 THE CONSOLATION, Night 1X, 


- 


“ High crimes forgive; forgive his virtnes too 


« Thoſe ſmaller faults, half-c onverts to the rig! a 
LNor let me cloſe theſe eyes, Which never more 2 
May ice the tun (tho? night's deſcendins fene 5 
Nov inne up m orn) unpity'd and unblek ! 

© In thy difpleafure dwells eternal pain; r 
66 Pain, our averſion; pain, which firikes me nos; 

& And fince all pain is terrible to man, | 5 

4 JTho' traukent, terrible; at thy good hour, 

« Gently, ah gently, lay me in my Led, 

Mu clay-cold ned! by wee now, ſo near; . 
« By nature, near; ſtill nearer by diſeaſe! . 
7 28] then, be this an emblem of my grave: of 
* Let it out-preuch the preacher ; ev'ry night . 
« Let it out- cry the boy at Philip's ear; 1 
** bat tongue of death! That herald of the tom! | ng 


«K Ard when i (the Melter of thy wing implor'g) 8: 


& My fenfes ſooth'd, ſhall fink in ſoft repote ; 

« Ohak this truth ſtil! deepe r in my ſoul, 

% Su gt C re d by my pillow, ftgw'd by fate, 

« Firſt, ! 5 W's volume, at the page of man 
« M, Wc i ichly foi, tho* turn and tofs'd for ow, 


6 Fre om, fie to fide, can reſt OM un ght but thee ; 
« Fere, iu full tri; hereafter, in full joy ; 
« On thee, the promis'd, ſure, eternal down 
6 Of ſpirits, toil'd in travel thro? this vale. 
Nor ci that pillow ſhall my foul deſpond; 
„ For—Love almighty! Love almighty! (Sing, 
% Exult, creation.;) Love almighty, reigns! 
«© That death of death! I hat cordial of deſpa!1 
«And loud eternity's trinmphant ſong ! 

« Of whom no more:—For, O thou Patron 600 
« Thou God and mortal! Thence more God to mass 
« Man's theme eternal! Man's eternal theme! 
« Thou can'ſt not *ſcape uninjur'd from our prate, 
* Uninjur'd from our praiſe can he eſcape, 
«© Who, diſemboſom'd from the Father, bows 
«© The heav'n of heav'ns, to kiſs the diſtant earth. 
© Breathes out in agonies a finleſs ſoul! 
** Againſt the croſs, death's iron ſceptre breaks! 
From famiſh'd ruin plucks her human prey; 


* Philip king of Macedon. 4 Jeſus Chil, 
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THE CONSOLATION, 249 # 
& Throws wide the gates celeſtial to his foes! | l 
« Their gratitude for ſuch a boundleſs debt, 11 
« Deputes their ſuff'ring brothers to receive! ; 
« And, if deep human guilt in payment fails 5 
As deeper guilt, prohibits our deſpair! . 
„ Injoius it, as our duty to rejoice ! 4 
« And (to cloſe all) omnipotently kind J. 
k * Takes his delights among the ſons of men ?" f \ 
What words are theſe'—And did they come fron; l 0 
and werethey ſpoke to man? To guilty man? {heav'n? 4 
What are all myſteries to love like this! 5 
ihe ſong of angels, all the melodies Ft 
Ot choral gods, are wafted in the ſound ; 1 
tent and exhilarate the broken heart, 9 
1ho* plung'd before, in horrors dark as night; 4 
ch prelibation of conſummate joy! 15 
Nor wait we diſtolution to be bleft. p 
(his ünal effort of the moral muſe, 1 
row juſtly $ titled! Nor for me alone; 1 | 
For all that read; what ſpirit of ſupport, | 1 
nat height of Conſolation, crown my ſong! i . 
en farewel night! Of darkneſs now no more: 5 1 
hy breaks; ſhines; triumphs ; 'tis eternal day. j 
8 all that which riſes out of nought complain 0 
Otta tew evils, paid with endleſs joys? | | 
bly j0ul! henceforth, in ſweeteſt union join + li 
he two tupports of human happineſs, | I 
PV hich ſome erroneous think can never meet; , 
tus taſte of lite, and conſtant thought of death; i 
wh thought of death, ſole victor of its dread! 5 
Hope he thy joy; and probity thy [Kill 5 8 7 | 
uw patron he, whoſe diadem has dropp'd 673 | 
ww gems of heaven ; eternity, thy prize: 2 
6d leave the racers of the world their own, | | 


4 e'r feather, and their froth, for endleſs toils. 

© cy part with all for that which is not bread ; 
They mortify, they ſtarve, on wealth, fame, power; 
W laugh to ſcorn, the fools that aim at more, 

po MU a ſpirit, late eſcap'd from earth, 

"pole Philander's, Lucia's, or Narcifla's, 

Prov. chap. viii. 31. + The Conſolation 
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250 THE CONSOLATION. Night 1% 


The truth of things new-blazing in its eye, 
Look back, aftonith*d, on the ways of men, 


Whoſe lives? whole drift is to forget their graue 


And when our preſent privilege is paſt, 
To ſcourge us with due ſenſe of its abuſe, 
The ſame aſtoniſhment will ſeize us all. 
What then m 
Lorenzo! 'tis not yet too late: Lorenzo! 
Seize wiſdom, ere *tis torment to be wiſe ; 
That is, ſeize wiſdom, ere ſhe ſeizes thee, 
For what, my ſmall philoſopher! is hell? 

Tis nothing, but full knowledge of the truth, 
When truth, reſiſted long, is ſworn our foe; 
And calls eternity to do her right. 

Thus, darkneſs aiding intellectual light, 
And ſacred filence whiſp'ring truths divine, 
And truths divine converting pain to peace, 
My ſong the midnight raven has outwing'd, 
And ſhot, ambitions of unbounded ſcenes, 
Beyond the flaming limits of the world, 

Her gloomy flight. But what avails the flight 
Of fancy, when our hearts remain below? 
Virtne abounds in flatterers, and foes ; 

? Tis pride, to praiſe her; penance to perform, 


Jo more than words, to more than worth of ton, 


Tue. 


Lorenzo! riſe, at this auſpicious hour; 


An hour, when heav'n's moſt intimate with man; 


When, like a falling ſtar, the ray divine 
Glides ſwift into the boſom of the juſt; 

And juſt are all, determin'd to reclaim; 
Which ſets that title high, within thy reach. 
Awake then: Thy Philander calls: Awake! 


Thou, who ſhalt wake, when the creation ſleeps; 


When, like a taper, all theſe ſuns expire! 
When time, like him of Gaza * in his wrath, 
Plucking the pillars that ſupport the world, 
In nature's ample ruins lies intomb'd ; 

And midnight, univerſal midnight, reigns. 


7 Sampſon, Judges xvi. 29, 30. 


End of the Night Thoughts. 


pain us, would preſerve us no. 
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252 PARAPHRASE ON 


At length misfortunes take their turn to reign, 
And ills on ills ſucceed; a dreadful train ! 
What now but deaths, and poverty, and wrong, 
The ſword wide-waſting, the reproacliful tongue, 
And ſpotted plagues, that mark'd his limbs a!l o'er 
So thick with pains, they wanted room for more? 
A change ſo ſad what mortal heart could bcar ? 
Exhauſted woe had left him nought to fear; # 
But gave him all to grief. Low earth he pret; L 
Wept in the duft, and ſorely ſmote his breatt. 4 
His friends around the deep affliction mourn'd, ( 
Felt all his pangs, and groan tor groan return'd; 
In anguiſh of their hearts their mantles rent, 
And ſeven long days in ſolemn ſilence ſpeut; 
A debt of rey*reace to diftreſs ſo great! 
Then Job contain'd no more; but curs'd his fate. 
His day of hirth its inauſpicious light, 
He wiſhes ſunk in ſhades of endleſs night, 
And hlotted from the year; nor fears to crave 
Death, infiant death; impat.eat for the grave, 
That feat. or peace, that mauſion of repoſe, 
Where rei and mortais are no longer focs; 
Where counſcliors are huſh'd, aud mighty Kings 
(O happy turn!) no more are wretched th; 
-His words were dating and diſpleas d his fl.cudz; 
His conduct they reprove, and he deteads; oF 
And now they. Kindicd into warm debate, 
And ſentimeuts oppos'd with equal heat; 
Fixt in opinion, both refuſe to yield, 
And ſummon all their reaſon tothe held: 
So high at length their arguments were zwvrough 


˖ 
They reach'd the laſt extent of human thouy ut: 


Co 
— 
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little work, is by much the fineſt part of the 
a moſt ancient poem iu the world. Biinop 1 
ſa „ its grandeur is as much above all other! 
as thur der is louder than a Mhiſper. II ore! 
ſet:! iſtinguiſed part of the poem in 4.11.0! 
is the reader a clearer conception o 
2 N ctie preceding and ſubſequent pants 
p* d join d them toit; ſo that this! 
. a epitome of the whole book of J . 
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PART OF THE BOOK OF JOB, 253 


A pauſe enſu'd,—When, lo! heav'n interpos'd, 
And awfully the long contention clos'd. 
Full o'er their h 1eaus, with terrible ſurprize 
A1 ſudden whirlwind blacken'd all the ikies: 
They ſaw, and trembled!) from the darkneſs broke 
A dreadful voice, and thus th' Almighty ſpoke: 
Who gives his tongue a looſe fo bold and vain 
Cernfures my conduct, and reproves my re ien! ? 
3 up his thoughts againſt me from the duſt, 
And tells the world's Creator what is juſt? 
late ſo brave, now' lift a danntleſs-eye, 
Face my demand, and give it a reply: 
Where didſt thou dw ell a at nature's early birth? 
ho laid fonndations for 5 2 carth ? 
Who on.its ſurface did extend the line, 


| Its f form determine, and its bulk confine 


ho 82d the corner-ſtone? What hand, declare, 
Rang it oa nought, and faſten'd it in air; 
ehen the bright morning ſtars in concert ng, 
hen heav'n's high arch with loud hoſaunas ru: 


When ſhouting ſons of God the tr umph Crown d 


ud the wide e thunder'd with the ſfonnd? 


Farth 5 bum*rous Kingdoms, haſt thou view'd them 
can thy ſpan of knowledge graſp the ball? (all; 
ho heav'd the mountain, which ſublimely ſtands, 
nd calls its ſhadows into diſtant lands? 


From the darn; f; brote 
A areadfril voice, aud ihns th Almighty Jokes) 

11 
The hook of Job is well Kknewn to be dramatic , a1 id, 


Nee the: tragedies of old Greece, 15 fici;oa built an 
ch. Probable, this mot noble part of it, the 


Pt mighty ſpea king out of the whirlwind, (o ſuitable 


Wie after-prattice of the Greek ſtage, when there 
Pppened dignis vindice nodvs," is fic titious but it 


1 


th - 1ction more agreeable to the time iu whi h Job 
ed thay any fnce, Freque! nts before the law 
re the appeara: ces of the Almighty after th's Rigg 
We, £ xodus chap. xix. Ezekiel 3 i. &c Hence 
Je (1'd to dwell iu thick 4 : Aud have his 
257 in the Whirlwind.“ 
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254 PARAPHRASE ON 


Who, firetching forth his ſceptre o'er the deep 


Can that wild world in due tubjection keep? 


I broke the globe, I ſcoop'd its hollow tide, 
And did a baion for the floods provide ; 


I chain them with my word; the boiling ſea, 


Work'd up in tempeſt, hears my great decrec 


© Thus al thy floating tide ſha I. be COonvev 


„% And here, O ma! Dy be thy proud billows ſtay d 


Hat thou explor'd te ſecrets of the deep, 
Where, ſhut from uſe, unnumber'd treaſure 
Where, down a thouſa:;d fathoms from the 


; 
5 


= 
1 
I A 


Rea 


Springs the great fountain mother of the fea ! 


1 hoſe glo om y paths did thy bold foot eder rreac, 
- 


Whole \ worlds of waters rolling o'er thy head? 
Hath the cleft centre open'd wide to thee ? 


Death's inmo{ chambers did thou ever ſee 


E'er knock'd at his tremendous gate, and wri 


To the black portal thro” th' incumbent fla 


Deep are thoſe thades : but ſhades fill deeper 1: 


My counſels trom the ken of human pr 


Where dwells the hight? In what retulgent 


And where has darkneſs made her diſmal h. 


# 


ac 


ITE 


Thou Know 'it, o doubt, tince thy large heart 


With ripen'd wiſtom thro? long ages brought 


Since nature was calld forth when thou watt 


And into being roſe beneath thine eye! 


Are mis des gotten? Who the ir father kn 


* 


From whom defcend the pearly drops oi dew 7 


be 22 THS far thy Noating t ide 7 &c. ] The 4 


great air in all that precedes, but this 
ſublime We are ſtruck with edmiratio! 
vaſt and vagoveraable- ocearr receiving 
and punctually obeving them; to find it 
aged horſe, raging, toſſing, and foaming, 


rule and direct on of its maſter, This pal: 


1 


x 
C 
| 
1:3 
but 


in ſublimity to that of“ Let there be hgit, 


much o ly, as the abſolute goverameit 
yields to the creation of it, 

ihe like ſpir.c in theſe two paſlages 
CO1Ccurrent argument, that Moſes is author 
Of Job. 
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PART OF THE BOOK OF JOP. 


To bind the fiream by night, what hand can boaſt, 

Or whiten morning, with the hoary froſt ? 

Whoſe pow'rful breath, from northern regions blown; 
Touches the ſea, and turns it into ſtone; 


255 


A ſuddea defart ſpreads o'er realms defac'd, 1 
And lays one half of the creation waſte? f | 
Thou know'ft me not; thy blindneſs cannot fee 119 
How vaſt a diſtance, parts thy God from thee ö 
Canſt thou in whirlwinds mount aloft? Canſt thou 8 
In clouds and darkneſs wrapt thy awful brow ? 4 
And when day triumphs in meridian light, — 
Put forth thy hand, and ſhade the world with night? 1. 
Who launch'd the clouds in air, and bid them roll | 
dulpended ſeas aloft, from pole to pole? 7 
Wuo can refreſh the burning ſandy plain, 
And quench the ſummer with a waſte of rain? 
Whoin rough defarts, far from human toil, 1 
Made rocks bring forth, and deſolation ſmile? 3'Y 
There blooms the roſe, where human face ne'er ſhone, 1 
ud ſpreads its beanties to the ſun alone. * 
10 check the ſhow'r, who lifts his hand on high, 1 
And ſhuts the fluices of th' exhauſted ſky ; 


When earth no longer mourns her gaping veins, 
Her naked mountains, and her ruſſet plains 

But, new in life, a cheerful proſpect yields i} 
Jr ſhining rivers, and of verdant fields ; f 
Ven groves and foreſts laviſh all their bloom, 
ad earth and heav'n are fill'd with rich perfume? | 
Haß thou e'er ſcal'd my wintry {kies, and ſeen | 
t hail and ſnow my northern magazine? 

Wl heſe the dread treaſures of mine anger are, we | | 
Dy fund of vengeance for the day of war, 44 ] | 
PV ten cloudy rain death, and ftorms, at my command, 

Rage thro? the world, or waſte a guilty land, | 


Who taught the rapid winds to fly ſo faſt, | {| 
Dr ſhakes the centre with an eaſtern blaſt? = { 
Who from the ſkies can a whole deluge pour? | 


No ſtrikes thro? nature with a ſolemn roar 
Wt dreadful thunder, points it where to fall, 
Nad in fierce lightning wraps the flying ball? 
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Not he who trembles at the darted fires, 
Falls at the ſound, and in the flaſh expires. 

Who drew the comet out to ſuch a ſize, 

And e his flaming train o'er half the {kics ? 
Did thy reſentment hang him out? Does he 
Glare on the natious, a! id denounce from the- 

Who on low earth can moderate the rein 
That guides the ſtars along th' ethereal plain, 
Appoint their ſeaſous, and direct their conrte, 
Their luſtre brighten, and ſupply their force 
Canſt thou the Kies henevolence reſtrain, 

And cauſe the Pleiades to thine in vain? 

Or, when Orion ſparkles from his ſptere, 
Thaw the cold ſeaſon, and unbind the year? 
Bid Mazzaroth his deſtin'd ſtation know, 

And teach the bright Arcturus where to plow 
Mine is the night, with all her ſtars; I pour 
Myriads, and myriads I reſerve in ſtore. 

Doſt thou pronounce where day-light ſhal! 
And draw the purple curtain or the morn; ; 
Awake the ſun, and bid him come away, 
And glad thy world with his obſequious ray? 
Haſt thou, inthron'd in flaming glory driv'u 
Triumphant round the {picious ring of heaven“ 
That pomp of light, what hand ſo far diſplays, 
That diſtant earth lies baſking in the blaze? 

Who did the foul with her rich powers inveſt, 
And light up reaſon in the human breatt, 

To ſhine, with freſh increaſe of luſtre, bright, 
When ſtars and ſun are ſet in endleſs night? 
To theſe my various queſtions make reply. 

The Almighty ſpoke ; and, ſpeaking, ſhook t! 

What then, Chaldean fire; was thy ſurprize 
Thus thou with trembling heart, and down-cail eve: 
“ Once and again, which I in groans deplore, 

“% My tongue has err'd: but ſhall preſume no mort: 
% My voice is in eternal ſilence bound, 

“ And all my ſoul falls proſtrate to the ground. ” 
He ceaſed; when 1o! again th' Almighty | ſpoke; 
The ſame dread voice from the black wil rind bebe 
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PART OF THE BOOK OF JOB, 247 


Can that arm meaſure with an arm divine? 
And canſt thou thunder with a voice like mine? 
Or 13 the hollow of thy haud contain 
The bulk of waters, the wide-ſpreading main, 
When, mad with tempeſts, all the billows rife 
In all their rage, and daſh the diſtant ſkies : 

Come forth, in beauty's excellence array'd; 
And be the grandeur of thy nth r diſpla) 
Fut on Omnipotence, and frowning make 
ie {pac:ous round of the cre tion ſhake z 
tch thy vengeance, bid it overthrow 

tut vice, lay lotty tyrants ones, 
mble them to duſt. When this is done, 


1 


a 
t thy ſafety lodg'd in thee alone: 
Uithee thou art, and may ti Amden r 


5 


behind. the buckler of thine own right hand. 
Fond man the viſion of a moment m: cy 
Dream of a dream! and ſhaduw of a ſhade ! 
t worlds hat thou produc'd, what err fram'd, 
at infects cher! ſn'd, that thy God is blam'd ? 
When pain'd with hunger, the wild raven's broad 
415 Upon God, importunate for food, 
o hears their cry, who grants their hoarſe requeſt, 
: ills the clamour of the craving neſt ? 
ho ju the cruel ofirich has ſubdu'd 
\ parent's care, and fond inquietude ? 


Wien pain d with hunger, the wild raven*s brood, &c." 
other argumer it that Moſes was the author, is that 
of the creatures here mentioned are Egyptian. 

reaſon given why the raven is particularly menti- 
d as an 097et of the care of Providence, 1 is, becauſe, 
er clamorous and importunate voice, the particu- 
ems always calling upon it. And ſince there 
ere ravens on the banks of the Nile more clamorous 
4 S the ret of that (ſpecies, thoſe probably are meaut 
ais place, 


! ; in the cruel offtrich has ſubdu'd, &c.] There are 


uſtances of this er 5 Gupidity; ; let two ſuffice, 


0 c, tt covers its head in the reeds, and thinks itfelf 
90 ut of fig! 't, 
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While far ſhe flies, her ſcatter'd eggs are found, 
Without an owner, on the ſandy ground; 

Caſt out on fortune, they at mer cy lie, 

And borrow life from an indulgent ity; 
Adopted by the ſun in blaze of day, 

They ripen under his prolific ray. 

Unmindful ſhe, that fome unhappy tread 

May crufh her young in their neglected bed. 


What time ſhe ſxiums along the field with fpecd, 
She ſcorns the rider, and purſuing ſteed. 8 
/ a 
Stat lunine clauſo I 
Ridendum revoluta caput j- credityue i'r, 

Qi nom iſa x idol. Claud. 14A 
gecondly, They that go in purſuit of them, dran 4 
ſein of an ofirich's neck on ore hand, which ot TY 
ſufficient lure to take them w.th the other. Di 
They have fo little brain, that Heliogabalus had tt 80 
hundred for his ſupper. W 
Here we may obſerve, that our judicious as Well = 
ſublime author, juſt touches the great points of die 70 
tion in each creature, and then haſteus to another. A 10 
deſcription is exact when you cannot add but whit: "Mg 
common to another thing; nor withdraw, but one. 
thing peculiarly belonging to the thing deſcrived, 4 7 

likenets is loſt in too much deſcription, as a 1041113 nr 
often in too much illuſtration. 1 
What time /he Skims along the field, &C ere 5 Tak 
marked another peculiar qu: li ty of this creature, dhe - ft 
neither flies, uor runs diſtinctly, but has a cb 15 - 
poſed of both, and, uling its wings as tfai:s, make: es pleat | "Pages 
ſpeed. * 
Faſta velut Libye v. D hj,½ voc _ 
Cum fremitur, calidas curſii tranſmitttt iro a amp 
Inque modum welt finuatts flamtine u, Paris | 
Pulveruleuta volat Cl uid, in Eat A 
She ſcorns the rider, and purſuing ftced.} Xenopkel it the! 
ſays, Cyrus had horſes that could overtake the 2% Uppoſe 


and the wild-aſs; but none that could reac! 1 
ture. * thouſand gol: len e 5 Or a h ed camel 


1 


0 


0 


* . 


to the ſun is true. 


PART OF THE BOOK OF JOB, 


How rich the peacock ! what bright glories run 
From plume to plume, and vary in the ſun ! 
He proudly ſpreads them to the golden ray, 
Gives all his colours, and adorns the day; 
With conſcious fiate the ſpacious round diſplays, 
And flowly moves amid the waving blaze, 
Who taught the hawk, to find, in ſeaſons wiſe, 
Perpetual ſummer, and a change of {kies? 
When clouds deform the year, ſhe mounts the wind 
Shoots to the ſouth, nor fears the ſtorm behind 
The ſun returning, the returns again, 
Lives in his beams, and leaves ill days to men, 
1hough ſtrong the hawk, tho? practis'd well to fly, 
An eagle drops her in a lower iky; 
An eagle, when, deſerting human fight, 
She ſeeks the ſun in her unweary'd flight; 
Did thy command her yellow pinion 1.ft 
do high in air, and ſeat her on the Clift, 
Where far above thy world the dwells alone, 
And prondly makes the firength of rocks her own 
Thence wide o'er nature takes her dread ſurvey, 
And with a glance predeſtinates her prey? 
dhe Icalts her young with blood, and, hovuing o'er 
1h unſlaughier'd hoſt, enjoys the promis'd gore. 


259 


7 
5 


How rich the feacock, &c,} Though this bird is. but 
mentioned in my author, I could not forbear going 
4 tie farther, ard ſpreadi;'g thoſe beautiful plumes 
(*Lich are there ſhut up) into half a dozen lines. Ihe 
ircumffance I have marked of his opening his plumes 
«& Expandit colores adverſo maxime 
* ſole, quia fic tulgentius radiant,” Plin. L. x. C. xx. 


44% HAHrong the hawk, tho' practi.'d well to H.] U hu— 


} zus (de Re Accip.) meutions a hawk that flew from 


aris to London in a night. 
And the Egyptians, in regard to its ſwiftneſs, made 


TROP g . 
Uther ſymbol tor the wind; for which reaſon we may 


appoſe the hawk, as well as the crow above, to have 


a bird of note in Egypt. 


W {ce wide der nature takes her dread ſurvey, &c.] 
1 R it eagle is ſaid to be of ſo acnte a ſight, that when 
ne { 


is 10 high in the air that man cannot ſee her, ſhe 
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Know'ſt thou how many moons, by me aſſign'd, 
Noll o'er the mountain goat, and foreſt hind, 
Vhile pregnant they a mother's load ſuſtain ?. 
They bend in anguiſh, and caſt forth their pain. 
Hale are their young, from human frailties freed; 
Walk unſuſtain'd, and nnaſhſted feed; 
They live at once; forſake the dam's warm fide; 
Take the wide world, with nature for their "gg, 
Bound o'er the lawn, or ſeek the diſtant glade 
And find a home in each delightful ſhade. 

Will the tall reem, which knows no lord but me 
Low at the crib, and a>: an alms of thee? 
Submit his naworn ſhonlder to the yoke, 
Break the ſtiff clod, and o'er the furrow ſmoke? 
Since great his ſtrength, go truſt him, void of care; 
Lay on his neck the toil of all the year; 
Bid him bring home the ſcaſons to thy doors, 
8 caſt his load among thv g guther'd ſtores. 

Didſt thou from ſervice the wild aſs diſcharz e, 

And hreak his bonds and bid him live at large, 
Ihro' the wide waſte, his ample manſion roam, 
And loſe himſelf in his unbounded home: 
By nature's haud magnitcently fed, 
His meal is on the range of mountains ſpread 


can diſcern the ſmalleſt fiſh under water, My autor 
accurately underſtood the nature of the creatures i 
deſcribes, and ſeems to have been a naturaliſt as well 
at a POET; W hich the next note will conurm. 


Rut thou hu many nons, by me aſſiewd. 
The meaning of th:s queſtion is, Know'ſt thon 
time and circumfiances of their bringing forth tene 
know the time only was eaſy, and had nothing extraot- 
dinary in it; but the_circumſiances had form: | 
pecul: arly Ce: «Pre ve of God's prov idence, W 5 ch 1 | 
the queſtion proper in this p! ACE, Pliny obſerv/*, that 
the hind with young is by inſtiuct directed to a cent“ 
herb called Seſclis, which facilitates the birth, - 
der alſo { which looks more like the im: mediate hand of 
Providence) has the ſame efiect, Pf, xxix. II fo 2 Y 


an age to obſerve theſe things, may fille our auth. 
naturaliſt. 
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pure air alott he hounds along, 
in diſtant ſmoke the city throng; 
dus of freedom, ſcorus the ſmother'd train; 
hreat'ning driver, and the ſervile rein. 
y the warl:Ke horſe! didſt thou inveſt 
runder, his robuſt diſtended cheſt ? 
e of fear his dauntleſs foul allays : 
adful to behold his noſtrils blaze; 
the vale he proudly takes delight, 
umphs in the fulneſs of his might; 
is'd he ſnuffs the battle from afar, 
ins to plunge amid the raging war; 
>cks at death, and throws his foam around, 
a ſtorm of fury ſhakes the ground. 
es his firm, his riſing heart advance 
the brandiſh'd ſword, and ſhaken lance; 
us fix'd eye-balls meet the dazzling ſhield, 
nd return the lightning of the field? 
Is the ſenſe of pain in gen'rous pride, 
Is the ſhaft that trembles in his ſide ; 
zhs to the ſhrill trumpet's dreadful blaſt 
th! and when he groans, he groans his laſt, 
jercer ſtill, the lordly lion ſtalks, 
majeſtic in his lonely walks; 
ound he glares, all living creatures fly; 
rs the deſart with his rolling eye. 
rtal, does he rouſe at thy command, 
Ir to thee, and live upon thy hand? 
du for him in foreſts bend thy bow, 
his gloomy den the morſel throw, 
bent on death lie hid his tawny brood, 
uch'd in dreadful ambuſh, pant for blood; 


- 


y the warlike horſe ! &.] The deſcription of 
e is the moſt celebrated of any in the poem. 
es an excellent critique on it in the Guardians, 
:herefore only obſerve, that, in this deſcription, 
der parts of this ſpeech, our vulgar tranſlation 
ch more ſpirit than the Septuagint ; it always 
* the original in the moſt poetical and exalted 
that moſt commentators, even on the Hebrew 
Il beneath it. 
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Or firetch'd on broken limbs conſume the day, 
In darkneſs wrapt, and ſtumber o'er their prey? 
By the pale moon they take their deſtin'd round, 
And laſh their ſides, and furious tear the ground. 
Now ſhrieks, and dying groans the deſart fill; 
They rage, they rend, their ravenous jaws diſti! 
With ciimſon foam, and, when the ba: T's o'er, 
They ftride away, and paint their fieps with pore ; 
In A; ght alone the ſhepherd puts his truſt, 

And ih adders at the talon in the duſt. 

Mild is my Behemoth “, tho” large his frame; 
Smooth is his temper and reprett his flame, 
While unprovok'd. This native of the flood 
Lifts his broad foot, and puts aſhore for food; 
Earth ſinks beneath him as he moves a! ong, 

To ſeek the herbs and mingle with the throng, 
See, with what ſtreagth his harden'd loins are bound, 
All over proof, and ſhut againſt a wound; 

How like a mountain cedar moves his tail! 

Nor can his complicated finews fail. 

Built high and wide, his ſolid bones ſarpars 

1he bars of ſteel; his ribs are ribs of braſs ; 

His port majeſtic, and his armed jaw, 

Give the wide foreſt, and the mountain, law. 

the mountains feed him; there the beaſts admires 
The mighty ſtranger, and in dread retire: 

At length his greatneſs nearer they ſurvey, 
Graze in his ſhadow and his eye obey, 

The tens and marthes are his cool retreat, 

His noontide ſhelter from the burning heat ; 
Their ſedgy boſoms his wide couch are made, 
And groves of willows give him all their ſhade, 
His eve drinks Jordan up, when, fir'd with drought 
He truſts to turn its current down his throat; 


By the pale moon they take their deſtin'd round, Rc. 
Purſuing their prey by night is true of molt wil 
beafts, particularly the lion, Pf. civ. v. xx. Tit 
Arabians have one among their five hundred names 
for the lion, which ſignit es, © the hunter by mu 
ſhine,” 


* The river horſe, 
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lefeu'd waves it creeps along the plain: 

2 finks a river, and he thirſts again. 

Go to the Nile, and, from its fruitful ſide, 

it forth thy line into the ſwelling tide; 

ith Nender hair Leviathan command, 

ne ſtreteh his vaſtaeſs on the loaded ſtrand. 
he become thy ſervant? Will he own 

iy lordly nod, and tremble at thy frown; 
with his ſport amuſe thy leiſure day, 

nd bound in filk, with thy ſoft maidens play! 
Shall pompous banquets ſwell with ſuch a prize, 
ad the bowl journey round his ample ſize! 

the debating merchants ſhare the prey, 

1d various limbs to various marts convey ? 

ro? his firm ſkull what ſteel its way can win? 
at forceful engine can ſubdue his ſkin ? 

far, and live; tempt not his matchleſs might; 
ze braveſt ſhrink to cowards in his ſight; 

1; raſheſt dare not rouſe him up: who then 

all turn on me, among the ſons of men ? 


He fins @ river, and he thinſts again.) 

Cephiſi glaciale caput, quo ſuetus anhelam 

Ferre fatim Python, anmem:ue avertere pomto. 

Stat. J heb. v. 349. 
Cu ſpiris tegeret montes, hauriret hiatu 
Flumina, &c. 
Claud. Præf. in Ruf. 

Let not then this hyperbole ſeem too much for 
ealern poet, though ſome commentators of name, 
ai hard in this place for a new conftruction, through 
al Of it, 
0% 9 the Nile, and, from its fruitful /id?, &c.] 
Ie taking the crocodile is moſt difficult. Diodorus 
they are not to be taken but by iron nets. 
ben Auguſtus conquered Egypt, he ſtruck a medal, 
e umpreſt of which was a crocodile chained to a 
utkce, with this inſcription: “ Nemo antea 
Hgavit. 
The ra/heft dare not ronſe him ut, &.] This alludes 
cuſtom of this creature, which is, when ſated with 
o come athore, and fleep among the reeds. 
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Am I a dehtor? Haſt thou ever heard 5 
Whence come the gifts which are on me confer:'d sere 
My laviſh fruit a thouſand vallevs 5s, His 
And mine the herds that graze a thouſand hie: His 
Earth, ſea, and air, all nature is my own; As 1 
And ſtars and ſun are duſt beneath my throne, U 
And dar 'ſt thou with the world's great Father vic, And 
1 hou who doſt tremble at my creature's eye Writ 

At full my huge Leviathan ſhall riſe, And 
Boaſt all his ſtrength, and ſpread his wond”%rons e Far! 
Who, great in arms, e'er ſtripp'd his ſhining mall, The 


Or crown'd his triumph with a fingle ſcale? 

Whoſe heart ſuſtains him to draw near? Beho!d, 
Deſtruction yawns ; his ſpacious jaws unfold, 

And, marſhalÞPd round the wide expanſe, diſcloſe 
Teeth edg'd with death, and crowding rows on rent: 


What hideons fangs on either fide ariſe! ql he e 

And what a deep abyſs between them lies! jut! 

Mete with thy lance, and with thy plumbet ſon: T0 

The one how long, the other how profound. he c 
His bulk is charg'd with ſuch a furious tou!, ls fp 

That clouds of ſmoke from his ſpread no{tr:1s roll, 

As from a furnace; and when rous'd his ire, ect of 


Fate iflues from his jaws in ſtreams of fire, Fernig, 
Colle, 
bY this 
falſe « 
em il 
Larg, 
His « 
unk x 
ould e 
Ul Imp 
Yphic 
om thi 
ention 
Ould by 


ves; \ 


Bel, U h 2 
Deſtruction yaumns, his ſpacious jaws unfs! l, Ce. 
The crocodile's mouth is excetding wide, When be 
gapes, ſays Pliny, © Fit totum os. Martial {avs 19% 
old woman, 
Cum comparata rictibus tuis ora 
Niliacus babet crocodilus augiſta. 
So that the expreſſion here is barely juſt. 
Fate iſſues from his jaws in ſtreams of fire ] 1-0 
is nearer truth than at firſt view may be mageey 
The crocodile, ſay. the naturaliſts, lying long ww 


. . . + ww! af) 
water, and being then forced to hold its breath wa have 
* % ® — gle 
it emerges, the breath long repreſt is hot, and 0 eure. 


Ty 
10 


out ſo violently, that it reſembles fire and-{moxe 


horſe ſuppreſtes not his breath by any means fo 0 
neither is he ſo fierce and animated; yet the mol e 


Leto, 
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The rage of tempeſts, and the roar of ſeas, 
Thy terror, this thy great ſuperior pleaſe ; 2 
Strength on his ample ſhoulder fits in ſtate; 1 
His well-join'd limbs are dreadfully complete; 

His flakes of ſolid fleſh are ſlow to part; 

As ſteel his nerves, as adamant his heart. 

When, late awak'd, he rears him from the floods, 
And, ftretching forth his ſtature to the clouds, 
Writhes in the ſun aloft his ſcaly height, 

And ſtrikes the diſtant hills with tranſient light, 

Far round ate fatal damps of terror ſpread, 

The mighty fear, nor bluſh to own their dread, 

[Large is his front; and when his burniſh'd eyes 

Lit their broad lids, the morning ſeems to riſe, 

In vain may death in various ſhapes invade, 

The {witt-wing*d arrow, the deſcending blade 
naked breaft their impotence defies; 

be dart rebounds, the brittle faulchion flies, 

Flut in himſelf, the war without he hears, 

*in the tempeſt of their rattling ſpears ; 

de cumber'd ſtrand their waſted vollies ſtrow ; 

8:5 ſport, the rage and labour of the foe. 


ſect of poets ventures to uſe the ſame metaphor con- 
$erning him. 
Collectum jue premens volvit ſub naribus ignem. | 
this and the foregoing note, I would caution againſt if 
lie opinio of the eaſtern boldneſs, from paſlages in 
ben ill underſtood, , 
Large is his front 5 and when his burnild es, &c.} 
His eyes ate like the eyelids of the morning.” 1 if 
uk this gives us as great an image of the thing it | 
bud expreſs, as can enter the thought of man, It is 71 
b improbable, that the Egyptiaus ſtole their hiero- i} 
ſphic for the morning. which is the crocodiles eye, 1 
} 


dn this paſlage, though no commentator I have ſeen 
entions it. 


t is eaſy to coiceive how the Egyptians : 
bud be both readers and admirers of the writings of | 4 
Lies; whom 1 ſuppoſe the author of this poem, 

have obſerve, already, that three or tour of the. | | 
ures here deſcribed are Egyptian ; the two laſt * 
rotoriouſly ſo; they are the river-horſe and the | 


N 
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His paſtimes like a cauldron boil the flood, 
And blacken ocean with the riſing mud: 
The billows feel him, as he works his way ; 
His hoary footſteps ſhine along the ſea ; 
The foam high-wrought, with white, divides the g. 
And diftant ſailors point where death has oecn. 

His like, earth bears not on her ſpacious face; 
Alone in nature ſtands his dauntleſs race, 

For utter igaorance of fear renown'd. 

In wrath he rolls his baleful eyes around ; 
Makes ev'ry ſwol'n, diſdainful heart, ſubſide, 
And holds dominion o'er the ſons of pride. 

Thea the Chaldzean eas'd his lab'ring brea?, 
With full conviction of his crime oppreſt. 

« Thou canſt accompliſh all things, Lord of mt; 
« And ev'ry thought is naked to thy ſight. 

« But oh! Thy ways are wonderful, and le 

cc Beyoad the deepeſt reach of mortal eye. 

«© Oft have I heard of thine Almighty pow'r; 

& But never ſaw thee till this dreadful hour. 

« O'erwhelm'd with ſhame, the Lord of lite I ice 
« Abhor myſelf, and give my ſou! to thee. 

“% Nor ſhall my weakneſs tempt thine anger more 
% Man was not made to grez/?:on, but adore.” 


— 53 
=. — —2— 


* crocodile, thoſe celebrated inhabitants of the f 
a and on thoſe two it is that our author chic ty d P 
1 It would have been expected, from an author , 
1 remote from that river than Moſes, in a c. 3 
Fi of creatures produced to magnify their Creitc 
15 have dwelt on the two largeſt works of his and 3 
0 the elephant and the whale: this is ſo natufale e 
. pectation, that ſome commentators have ten 23 
1 . Behemoth and Leviathan, the elephant and the" 3Þ 
by though the deſcriptions in our author will not, | 
N of it; but Moſes being (as we may well ſuppoſe/! 
14 an immediate terror of the Hippopotamos and 
1 | 1 dile, from their daily miſchiets and ravages ar 
1 it is very accountable why he ſhould permit the 4 
5 take place. #4 
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End of the Paraphraſe, 
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?HILE others ſing the fortune of the great, 
Empire and arms, and all the pomp of ſtate, 

th Briton's hero * ſet their ſouls on fire, 
Lid grow immortal as his deeds inſpire, 

draw a deeper ſcene; a {ſcene that yields 

onder trumpet, and more dreadful fields; 

nd gaſpiag nature's laſt tremendous groan 
beath's ancient ſceptre broke, the teeming tomb, 
e righteous judge, and man's eternal doom, 
ort joy and pain I view the bold deſign, 
nd ak my anxious heart if it be mine. 
batever great or dreadrul has been done 
tig the fight of conſcious ſtars or ſun, 
War beneath my daring, I look down 
Dathe (plendors of the Britiſh crown. 
globe is for my verſe a narrow bound; 
end me all ye glorions worlds around! 
ye angels, howſoe'er disjoin'd, 
jerry various order, place, and kind, 
Wi, aid aſſiſt, a feeble mortal's lays ; 
wur eternal King I ſtrive to praiſe, 

put chiefly thou, great Ruler! Lord of all! 
pre whoſe throne archangels proftrate fall, 
y no , from diſcord, and from night, 
ug deauty, aud yon ſparkling worlds of light, 
ern me; all inward tumults quell ; 
clouds and darkneſs of my mind d.ſpe! ; 


* The Duke of Marlborough, 
| N 2 


te world alarm'd, both earth and heav'n o'erthrown, 
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To my great ſubject thou my breaſt inſpire, 
And raiſe my lab'ring foul with equal fire. 

Man ! bear thy brow aloft, view ev'ry grace 
In God's great offspring, beauteous natnre's fac 
See ſpring's gay bloom, ſee olden autumn's ſtor 
See how earth ſmiles, and hear old ocean roar, 
4! Leviathans but heave their cumbrous mail, 
| It makes a tide, and wind-bound navies ſail, 
$ Here forefts riſe, the mountain's awful pride; 
Here rivers meaſure climes, and worlds divide: 
There vallies, fraught with gold's reſplendent f, 
Hold kings and Kingdoms fortunes in their bed: 
1 here to the ſkies aſpiring hills aſcend, 
And into diſtant lands their ſhades extend. 
View cities, armies, fleets ; of fleets the pride, 
See Europe's law in Albion's channel ride ; 
View the whole earth's vaſt landſcape unconfin 
Or view in Britain all her glories join'd. 

1hen let the firmament thy wonder raiſe ; 
will raiſe thy wonder, but tranſcend thy prai! 
How tar from eaſt to weſt? the lab'ring eye 
Can ſcarce the diſtant azure bounds deſcry : 
Wide thcatre! where tempeſts play at large, 
And God's right hand can all its wrath diſcharg- 
Mark how thoſe radiant lamps inflame the pole, 
Call forth the ſeaſons, and the year controvul: 
They ſhine thro? time with an unalter'd ray, 
See this grand period rife, and that decay: 
So vaſt, this world's a grain; yet myriads gract, 
With golden pomp, the throng'd ethereal ſpace 
So bright, with ſuch a wealth of glory ſtor'd, 
*T were fin in heathens not to have ador'd. 

How great, how firm, how ſacred all appears 
How worthy an immortal round of years! 
Yet all muſt drop, as autumn's ſicklieſt grain, 
And earth and firmament be ſought in vain: 
The track forgot where conſtellations ſhone, 
Or where the Stuarts fill'd an awful throne: 
Time ſhall be lain, all nature be deſtroy'd, 
Nor leave an atom in the mighty void, 
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Sooner or later, in ſome future date 
| (A dreadful ſecret in the book of fate) 
This hour, for aught all human wiſdom knows, 
Or when ten thouſand harveſts more have roſe ; 
When ſcenes are chang'd on this revolving earth, 
Old empires fall, and give new empires birth; 
While other Bourbons rule in other lands, 
And (if man's fin forbids not) other Annes; 
While the ſtill buſy world is treading o'er 
The paths they trod five thouſand years before, 
Ihoughtleſs as thoſe who now life's mazes run, 
Of earth diſſolv'd, or an extinguiſh'd ſun ; 
(Ye ſublunary worlds! awake, awake! 
Ye rulers of the nations hear, and ſhake!) 
Thick clouds of darkneſs ſhall ariſe on day, 
In ſudden night all earth's dominions lay; 
Imetuous winds the ſcatter'd forefis rend, 
dernal mountains, like their cedars, bend; 
The vallies yawn, the troubled ocean roar, 
And break the bondage of his wonted ſhore ; 
A ſanguine ſtain the filver moon o'er ſpread, 
rkneſs the circle of the ſun invade - 
om inmoſt heav'n inceſſant thunders roll, 
ad the ſtrong echo bound from pole to pole, 
= When, lo; a mighty trump, one half conceal'd 
1 clouds, one half to mortal eye reveal'd, 
Ph2'l pour a dreadful note; the piercing cal 
dall rattle in the centre of the ball 3 
EI! extended circuit of creation ſhake ; 
| he living die with fear, the dead awake. 
| 0% powerful blaſt ! to which no equal ſoun d 
Cv Cer the frighted ear of nature wound, 
Tho rival clarions have been firain'd on high, 
Aid kindled wars immortal thro? the ky, 
bo God's whole enginerv, diſcharg'd, and all 
Ne rebel angels bellow'd in their fall. 
Have angels finn'd ! and ſhall not man beware“ 
Ws hal] a ſon of earth decline the ſnare ? 
n tolded arms, and ſlackneſs of the mind, 
bromiſe for the ſafety of mankind, 
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None are ſupinely good; thro' care and pain, 
And various arts, the ſteep aſcent we gain. 
This is the ſcene of combat, not of reit; 

Man's is laborious happineſs at beſt; 

On this ſide death his dangers never ceale ; 

His joys are joys of conqueſt, not of peace, 

If then, obſequious to the will of fate, 

And be iding to the terms of human ſtate, 
When guilty joys invite us to their arms, 
When beauty ſmiles, or grandeur ſpreads her c! 
The coaſcious ſoul would this great ſcene Gi(pl; 
Call down th' immortal hoſts in dread array, 

1 he trumpet ſound, the chriſtian banner ſprea 
And raiſe from filent graves the trembliag dea 
Such deep impreiſion would the picture make, 
No pow'r oa earth her firm reſolve could thaxe 
Engag'd with angels ſhe would greatly ſtand, 
And look regardleſs down on fea and land; 
Not proffer'd worlds her ardour could rettrain, 


And death might ſhake his threat'uing lance 1 7 


Her certaia conqueſt would endear the fight; 
And danger ſerve but to exalt delight, 
Inſtructed thus to ſhun the fatal ſpriug, 
Whence flow the terrors of that day 1 fing, 
More boldly we our labours may purſue, 
And all the dreadful image ſet to view, 
The ſparkling eye, the ſleek and painted bre? 


The buraiſh'd ſcale, curl'd train, and riüng ce! 


All that is lovely in the noxious ſaake, 
Provokes our fear, and bids us fly the brake: 
The ſting once drawn, his guiltleſs beauties ri!? 
In pleaſing luftre, and detain our eyes; 

We view with joy what once did horror move, 
Aud ſtrong av erſion ſoftens into love. 


day then, my muſe! whom diſmal ſcenes del, 


Frequent at tombs, and in the realms of night; 
Say, melancholy maid! it bold to dare 
1 he laſt extremes of terror, and deſpair ; 


Oh ſay, what change on earth, what heart in 


This blackeſt moment ſince the world began. 
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Ah mournful turn! the bliſsful earth, who late 
At leiſure on her axle roll'd in ſtate, 
While thouſand golden planets Knew no reſt, 
Still oaward in their circling journey preſt: 
Agrateful change of ſeaſons ſome to bring, 
And ſweet viciſſitude of fall and ſpring ; 
Some thro? vaſt oceans to conduct the keel, 
And ſome thoſe wat'ry worlds to fink or ſwell : 
Around her ſome their ſplendors to diſplay, 
And gild her globe with tributary day: 
This world ſo great, of joy the bright abode, 
Heav'n's darl.ng-child, and fav'rite of her God, 
Now looks an exile from her father's care, 
Deliver'd o'er to darkneſs and deſpair ; 
No ſua in radiant glory ſhines ſo high, 
No light but from the terrors of the (ky: 
Fall'n are her mountains, ker fam'd rivers loſt, 
And all into a ſecond chaos toſt : 
One univerſal ru, ſpreads abroad: 
Nothing is ſafe beneath the throne of God. 
duch, earth! thy fate: what then canſt thou afford 
To comfort and ſupport thy guilty lord? 
Man, haughty lord of all beneath the moon, 
Row muſt he bend his ſouls ambition down? 
Proſtrate, the reptile own, and diſavow 
His boaſted ſtature, and aſſuming brow ? 
Clum Kindred with the clay, and curſe his form, 
That ſpeaks diſt inction from his ſiſter worm? 
What dreadful pangs the trembling heart invade? 
Lord, why doſt thou forſake whom thou haſt made? 
Who can ſuſtain thy anger? who can ftand 
$:1eath the terrors of thy lifted haad? 
k dies the reach of thought: Oh, ſave me, Pow'r 
or pow'rs ſupreme, in that tremendous hour! 
Thou who beneath the frown of fate haſt ſtood, 
Aud in thy dreadful agony ſweat blood; 
Thou, who for me, thro? ev'ry throbbing vein, 
Bac felt the keeneſt edge of mortal pain; 
Whom death led captive thro? the realms below, 
Ad aught thoſe horrid myſteries of woe! 
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Defend me, O my God ! oh fave me Pow'r 
Of pow'rs ſupreme in that tremendous hour ! 
From eaſt to weſt they fly, from pole to line, 
Imploring ſhelter from the wrath divine; 
Beg flames to wrap or whelming ſeas to ſweep, 
Or rocks to yawn, compaſhonately deep : 
Seas caſt the monſter forth to meet his doom, 
And rocks but prifon up for wrath to come. 
So fares a traitor to an earthly crown, 
While death fits threat'ning in his prince's frown. 
His heart's diſmay'd; and now his fears command 
To change his native for a diſtant land : 
Swift orders fly, the King's ſevere decree 
Stands in the channel, and locks up the ſca; 
1 he port he ſeeks, obedient to her lord, 
Hurls back the rebel to his lifted ſword. 
But why this idle toil to paint that day? 
Tis time elaborately thrown away? 
Words all in vain pant aſter the diſtreſs, 
The height of eloquence would make it leſs, A 
Heav*n's! how the good man trembles?— 1 
And is there a Laſt Day? and muſt there cone 
A ſure, a fix'd, inexorable doom - It 
Ambition! ſwell, and, thy proud ſails to ſhow, 3l 
Take all the winds that vanity cau blow 
Wealth! on a golden mountain blazing fand, Ti 
And reach an Indian forth in either hand; E 
Spread all thy purple cluſters, tempting vine! \ 
And thou, more dreadful foe, briglit beauty, ihun?; U. 
Shine all, in all your charms toget!.er riſe, TH 
That all, in all your charms, I may deſpiſe, * 
While I mount upward on a Hrong deſite, N 
Borne, like Elijah in a car of tire. | 
In ho-es of glory to be quite involy'd! * 
To ſmile at death! to long to be dilloly'd! IC 
From our decays a pleaſure to receive! 
And Kindle into tranſport at a grave! ( 
What equals this And ſhall the victor now þ 
Boaſt the proud laurels ou his loaded brow? . 
Religion! oh thou cherub, heav'uly bright! L 
Oh joys unmix'd, and fathomleſs delight! 
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Thou, thon art allt nor find I in the whole 
Creation anght but God and my own foul. 

Fol Tabor, then, my ſoul ! thy God adore, 
Nor let the brute creation pra: iſe him more, 
! 1 things inanimate my conduct blame, 


1 
. 


* 


[kev all for him purſue, or quit their end; 
The mounting flames their burning pow'r ſuſpend ; 
In ſolid heaps th* unfrozen billows ftand, 
o reſt and lence asd by his command: 
day, the dire monſters that infeſt the flood, 
Dy nature dreadful, and a thirſt for blood, 
tis will can calm, their ſavage tempers bind, 
And turu to mild protectors of mankind. 
Did not the prophet this great truth maintain 
| 15 | the deep chambers of the gloomy main, 
when darkness round him all her horrors ſpread, 
And the loud ocean bellow'd o'er his head? 
When now the thunder roars, the lightning flies 
And all the warring winds tumultuous riſe; 
When now the foaming ſurges, tofs'd on high, 
E I Cloſe the ſands beneath, and touch the (ky ; 
When death draws near, the mariners aghaſt, 
Look back with terror on their actions paſt ; 
err courage ſickens into deep diſmay, 
Their hearts, thro? fear and anguiſh, melt away: 
Nor tears, nor pray'rs, the tempeſt can appeaſe ; 
they devote their treaſure to the ſeas; 
oa their ſhatter'd bark, tho” richly fraught, 
Auch think the hopes of life are cheaply bought 
With gems and gold; but, oh, the ſtorm ſo high! 
Nor gems nor gold the hopes of life can buy. 
| 1c trembling prophet then, themſelves to ſave, 
hey headlong plunge into the briny wave; 
Do he deſcends, and, booming o'er his head, 
© billows cloſe 3 he's number'd with the dead. 
! war, O ye juſt! attend ye virtuous few! 
Pd the bright paths of piety purſue) 
4 the great Ruler of the world, from high, 
KS ſm Ming down with a propitious eye, 
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Covers his ſervant with his gracious hand, 
And bids tempeſtuous nature ſilent ſtand; 
Commands the peaceful waters to give place, 
Or kindly fold him in a ſoft embrace; 
He bridles in the monſters of the deep; 
The bridled monſters awful diſtance keep ; 
Forget their hunger while they view their prey, 
And guiltleſs gaze, and round the ſtranger play. 
But ſtill ariſe new wonders; nature's Lord 
Sends forth into the deep his pow'rful word, 
And calls the great Leviathan: the great 
Leviathan attends in all his ſtate, 
Exnlts for joy, and, with a mighty bound, 8 
Makes the ſea ſhake, and heav'n and earth reſound; 
Blackens the waters with the rifing ſand, A 
And drives vaſt billows to the diſtant land. ll 
As yawns an earthquake, when impriſon'd air L 
Struggles for vent, and lays the centre bare, 1 
1 he whale expands his jaws enormous ſize, of 
he prophet views the cavern with ſurprize, 
Meaſures his monſtrous teeth, afar deſcry'd, 4 
And rolls his wond'ring eyes from ſide to ſide; . 
Then takes poſſeſhon of the ſpacious ſear, 
And ſails ſecure within the dark retreat. = IL 


Now is he pleas'd the northern blaſt to hear, I 
And hangs on liquid mountains, void of fear; Or 
Or falls immers'd into the depths below, In 4 
Where the dead filent waters never flow ; Dr. 
To the foundations of the hills convey'd, 10 
Dwells in the ſhelving mountain's dreadfu! ſhade; Ene 
Where plummet never reach'd he draws his breath, Non 
And glides ſerenely thro? the paths of death, and 

Two wond'rous days and nights thro? coral gr % 
IThro' labyrinths of rocks and ſands, he roves; 10. 
Whea the third morning, with its revel rays, a 
The mountains gilds, and on the billows plays; uk 
It ſees the king of waters riſe, and pour : a 
His ſacred gueſt uninjur'd on the ſhore : 4 $1 
A type of that great bleſſing which the muſe dee. 


la her next labour ardently purſues, 
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New charnels rattle : ſcatter'd limbs, and all 
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BOOK II. , 


N OW man awakes, and from his ſilent bed, 

** Where he has ſlept for ages, lifts his head; 
Shakes off the ſlumber of ten thouſand years, 
And on the borders of new worlds appears. 


Whate'er the bold, the raſh, adventure coſt, 
In wide eternity I dare be loft, 


The muſe is wont in narrow bounds to ſing, 


To teach the ſwain, or celebrate the king. 


| zraſp the whole, no more to parts conlin'd 
11 ft my voice, and ſing to human Kind: 


ng to men. and angels; angels join, 


Valle ſuch the theme, their ſacrcd ſongs with mine, 
Again the trumpet's intermitted ſound 

Rolls the wide circuit of creation round, 

An univerſal concourſe to prepare 


Of all that ever breath'd the vital air: TY 
In ſome wide field, which active whirlwinds (weep, 1 


Drive cities, 6 mountains, to the deep; 
To {ſmooth and lengthen out th* unhounded ſpace, 


- 


And ſpread an area for all human race. 
Non monuments prove faithful to their truſt, 
And render back their long committed duſt. 


1 


Die various bones, obſequious to the call, 1 
belt - pop 'd, advaace; the neck perhaps to meet | | ( 
Ahe diſtant head; the diſtant legs the feet, | 
Dr = to view, ſee thro” the duſky iky ' 
I *;ments of bodies in confuſion fly, 
To dif 
Deſe 


ſtant regions journeying there to claim 


5 


ſerted members, and complete the frame. 
N 6 | 
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When the world bow'd to Rome's almighty (+: 
Rome bow'd to Pompey, and confeſs'd her 1074, 
| Yet one day loft, this deity below 
Became the ſcorn and pity of his foe, 
H:s blood a traitor's ſacrifice was made, 
| And ſmok'd indignant on a ruffiau's blade. 
| No trumpet's ſound, no gaſping army's yell, 
g Bid, with due horror, his great ſoul farewell. 
Obſcure his fall! all welt'ring ia his gore, 
His trunk was caſt to periſh on the ſhore! 
| While Julius frown'd the bloody monſter dead. 
1 Who bought the world in his great rivals head. 


J ho' realms now riſe between, and oceans roar : 
Or fix'd in earth, or if afloat in air, 
Obey the £gnal wafted in the wind, 
And not one fleeping atom lag behind. 

So ſwarming be: s, that on a ſummer's day 
In airy rings, and wild meanders play, 


1 And, gently circling, on a bough deſcend. 

| The body thus recew'd, the conſcious ſou! 
Which has perhaps been flutt ring near the pole; 
Or *midft the burning planets wond'ring firav'd, 
Or hover'd o'er where her pale corpte was lad; 
Or rather coaſted on her final ſtate, 
And fear'd, or wiſh'd for, her appointed fate: 

: 1 his ſoul, returning with a conſtant flame, 

M7 Now weds for ever her immortal frame, 

8 Life, which ran down before, ſo high is wound, 

„ | The ſprings maintain an everlaſtifg round. 

—_ Thus, a frail model of the work deſigu'd, 

Firſt takes a copy of the builder's mind, 

Before the ſtructure firm with laſting oak, 

And marble bowels of the ſolid rock, ; 

Turns the ſtrong arch, and bids the columns rie, 

And bear the lofty palace to the ſkies; 

The wrongs of time enabled to ſurpaſs, 

With bars of adamant, and ribs of braſs. 
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The trumpet's ſound each frag rant mote ſhal! hes 


nome e 


Charm'd with the brazen ſound, their wand'rinss 
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That ancient, ſacred, and illuſtrious * dome, 
Where ſoon or late fair Albion's heroes come, 
From camps, and courts, tho” great, or wiſe, or juſt; 
To teed the worm, and moulder into duſt ; 
that folemn manſon of the royal dead, 

Where pailing ſlaves o'er ſleeping monarchs tread, 
Now populous o*'erflows: a numerons race 

Of 11 ng kings fill all th' extended ſpace: 

A life well ſpent, not the victorious ſword, 

Awards the crown, and tiles the greater lord, 

Nor monuments aloae, and burial earth, 
Labours with maa to this his ſecond birth; 
but where gay palaces in pomp ariſe, 

And gilded theatres invade the ſkies ; 

Nat.ons ſhall wake, whoſe unreſpected bones 
Support the pride of their luxurious ſons, 

The mot magnificent and coſtly dome 

Is but an upper chamber to a tomb. 

No ſpot on earth, but has ſupply'd a grave, 
And human ſkulls the ſpacious ocean pave. 
All's full of man; and at this dreadful turn, 
The ſwarms ſhall iflue, and the hive ſha} burn. 

Not all at once, nor in like manner, rife : 
dome lift with pain their Now unwilling eves, 
dhrink backward from the terror of the light, 

Aud bleſs the grave, and call for laſting night, 
Others, whoſe long-attempted virtue ſtood 

Fiv'd as a rock, and broke the ruſhing flood; 
Whoſe firm reſolve, nor beauty could melt down, 
Nor raging tyrants from their poſture frown 
Such in this day of horrors, ſhall be ſeen 

Jo face the thunders with a godlike mein; 

Ihe planets drop, their thoughts are fix'd above; 

The centre ſhakes, their hearts diſdain to move: 
An earth diſſolving, and a heav'n thrown wide; 

A yawning gulph, and fiends on every fide; 
dereue they view, impatient of delay, 
Aud bleſs the dawn of everlaſting day. 
Here greatgeſs proſtrate falls; there, ſtrength gives 
ere lazars ſmile ; there, beauty hides her face, [place 
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278 THE LAST DAY, Book II. 


Chriſt;ans, and Jews, and Turks, and Pagans ſtand, 

A blended throng, one undiſtinguiſh'd band. 

Some, who, perhaps, by mutual wounds expir'd, 

With zeal for their diſtin perſuaſions fir'd, 

In mutual friendſhip their long ſlumber break, 

And hand in hand their Saviour's love partake. 
But none are fluſh*d with brighter joy, or warm 

With juſter confidence, enjoy the ſtorm, 

Than thoſe, whoſe pious bounties, unconfin'd, 

Have made them public fathers of mankind, 

In that illuſtrious rank, what ſhining light 

With ſuch diftinguiſh'd glory fills my fight ? 

Bend down, my grateful mule, that homage thow, 

Which to ſuch worthies thon art proud to owe. 

Wickham! Fox! Chichley “! hail, illuftriovs names! 

Who to far diſtant times difpenſe your beams ; 

Beneath your ſhades, and near your cryſtal ſprings, 

I firſt preſum'd to touch the trembling ſtrings. 

All hail, thrice honour'd! *Twas your great renown 

To bleſs a people, and oblige a crown. 

And now you riſe eternally to ſhine, 

Eternally to drink the rays divine. 


Indulgent God! oh how ſhall mortal raiſe 
His ſoul to due returns of grateful praiſe, F 
For bounty ſo profuſe to human kind, 1 
Thy wond'rous gifts of an eternal mind? 1 
Shall T, who, ſome few years ago, was leſs 1 
Than worm, or mite, or ſhadow can expreſs, 1 
Was nothing; ſhall I live, when ev'ry fire 1 
And ev'ry ſtar ſhall languiſh and expite? I; 
When earth's no more, ſhall I ſurvive above, A 
And thro” the radiant files of angels move? 0. 
Or, as before the throne of God I ſtand, | 
See new worlds rolling from his ſpacious hand; 1} 
Where our adventures thall perhaps be tanght, 1} 
As we now tell how Michzel ſung or fought ! 11 
All that has be ng in full concert join, 1h 
And celebrate the depths of love divine! 87 

* Founders of New College, Corpus Chrifti, 20 Al J 4 


Souls, in Oxford; of all which the author was a went 
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But oh ! before this bliſsful ſtate, before 

Th' aſpiring ſoul this wond'rous height can ſoar, 

The Judge, deſcending, thunders from afar, 

And all mankind is fummon'd to the bar. 

This mighty ſcene I next preiume to draw; 

Attend great Anna with religious awe. 

Expect not here the known ſucceſsful arts 

Jo win attention, and command our hearts, 

Fiction, be far away; let no machine 

Deſcending here, no fabled god he ſeen; 

Behold the God of gods indeed deſcend, 

And worlds unnumber'd his approach attend! 
Lo! the wide theatre, whoſe ample {pace 

Muſt entertain the whole of human race, 

At heav'n's all pow'rful edict is prepar'd, 

and fenc'd around with an immortal guard. 

[ribes, provinces, dominions, worlds, o'erflow 

ihe mighty plain, and deluge all bejow : 

And ev'ry age, and nation, pours along; 

Nimrod and Bourbon mingle in the throng; 

Adam ſalutes his youngeſt ſon; no ſign 

Of all thoſe ages, which their births disjoin. | 
How empty learning, aud how vain is art, 

But as it mends the life and guides the heart! 

What volumes have been ſwell'd, what time been ſpent, 

To fix a hero's birth-day, or deſcent ! 1 

What joy muſt it now yield, what rapture paiſe, | 

Io ſee the glorious race of ancient days? 

To greet thoſe worthies, who perhaps have ſtood 

lilafirious on record before the flood? 

Alas! a nearer care your ſoul demands, 

Celar unnoted in your preſence ſtands, ' 
How vaſt the concourſe! not in number more | 


he waves that break on the reſounding ſhore ; 

Ihe leaves that tremble in the ſhady grove; 

Ahe amps that gild the ſpangled vaults above: 

thoſe overwhelming armies, whoſe command 

dad to one empire, Fall; another, Stand; 

Whoſe rear lay wrapt in night; while breaking dawn 
| kou;'d the broad front, and call'd the battle on 


. 


: ie Ot vr ER 
A 


280 THE LAST DAY, Book II. 


Great Xerxes' world in arms; proud Cannz's Held; 

Where Carthage taught victorious Rome to y.cld: 

(Another blow had broke the fates decree, 

And earth had wanted her fourth monarchy ) 

Immortal Blenheim; fam'd Ramillia's hoſt ; 

They all are here, and here they all are loſt ; 

Their millions twell to be diſcern'd in vain, 

Loft as a billow in th* unbounded main. 
This echoing voice now renos the yielding air, 

& For judgment, judgment, ſons of men! prepare!” 

Earth ſhakes anew, I hear her groans profound; 

And hell thro? all her trembling realms reſound. 
Whoe'er thou art, thou greateſt pow'r of earth, 

Bleſs'd with moſt equal planets at thy birth, 

Whoſe valour drew the moſt ſucceſsful ſword, 

Moſt realms united in one common lord, 

Who on the day of triumph, ſaidſt, Be thine 

The ſkies, Jehovah ;- all this world is mine: 

Dare not to lift thine eye,—Alas, my muſe ! 

How art thou loſt? What numbers cauſt thou clue! 
A ſudden bluſh inflames the waving ſky, 

And now the crimſon curtains open fly; 

Lo! fur within, and far above all height, 

Where heav'n's great Sov*reign reigns in worlds of light; 

Whence nature he informs, and with one ray, 

Shot from his eye, does all her works ſurvey ; 

Creates, ſupports, confounds! where time, and place, 

Matter, and form, and fortune, Ife, and grace, 

Wait humbly at the footftool of their God, 

And move obedient at his awful nod; 

Whence he beholds us vagrant emmets craw] 

At random on this air-ſuſpended ball; | 

(Speck of creation) if he pour one breath, 

The bubble breaks, and *tis eternal death. 
Thence iſſuing I behold (but mortal fight 

Snſtains not ſuch a ruſhing: ſea of light) 

I ſee, on an empyreal flying throne, 

dublimely rais'd, Heav'n's everlaſting Son, 

Crown'd with that majeſty which form'd the Won 

And the grand rebel flaming downward hur!'s. 
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Virtue, dominion, praiſe, Omnipotence, | 
Support the train of their triumphant Prince, 
A zone, beyond the thought of angels bright, 
Aronnd him, like the zodiac, winds its light. 
Night ſhades the ſolemn arches of his brows, 
And in his cheek the purple morning glows. 
Where'er ſerene, he turns propitious eyes, 
Or we expect, or find a paradiſe ; 
But if reſentment reddens their mild beams, 
The Eden kindles, and the world's in flames. 
On one hand Knowledge ſhines in pureſt light; 
On one, the ſword of juſtice, fiercely bright. 
Now bend the knee in ſport, preſent the reed! 
Now tell the ſcourg'd impoſtor he ſhall bleed! 

1hus glorious thro' the courts of heav'n the ſource 
Of life and death eternal bends his courſe ; 
Lond thunders round him roll, and lightnings play; 
Tv angelic hoſt is rang'd in bright array: 


dome touch the firing, ſome ſtrike the ſounding ſhell, 


* 


And mingling voices in rich concert ſwell; 
Voices ſcraphic; bleſs'd with ſuch a ſtrain, 
Could Satan hear, he were a god again. 

Triumphant King of glory ! Soul of bliſs! 
hat a nupendous turn of fate is this? 


EO! whither art thou rais'd above the ſcorn 


And indigence of him in Bethle'm born; 


EA needleſs, helpleſs, unaccounted gueſt, 

And but a ſecond to the fodder'd beat! 

How chang'd from him who, meekly proftrate laid, 
Vouchſaf'd to waſh the feet himſelf had made; 


From him who was betray'd, forſook, deny'd, 


Wept, languiſh'd, pray'd, bled, thirſted, groau'd, and 


Hung pierc'd and bare, inſulted by the foe, [(dy'd; 

Riu heav'n in tears above, earth unconcern'd below ? 
And was't enough to bid the ſun retire? 

Why did not nature at thy groan expire? 

I (ce, hear, I feel, the pangs divine; | 

te world is vaniſh'd,—1 am wholly thine, 
Witaken Caiaphas! ah! which blaſphem'd, 

T hou or thy pris'ner? Which ſhall be condemn 4s 
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Well might'ſt thou rend thy garments, well exclam; 

Deep are the horrors of eternal flame? 

Eut God is good! Tis wond'rous all! ev'n he 

Thou gav| to death, ſhame, torture, dy'd for ther, 
Now the deſcending triumph ftops its fl.zht, 


i From earth full twice a planetary height: 
N | There all the clouds condens'd, two columns rai, 
Diſtinct with orie.t veins and golden blaze; 
1 | One fix'd on earth and one in fea, and round 
1 | | Its ample foot the ſwelling billows ſound. 


1 heſe an immeaſurable arch ſupport, 

The grand tribunal of this awful court: 
Sheets of bright azure, from the pureſt ky, 
Stream from the cryital arch, and round the columns, 
Death, wrapt in chains, low at the baſis lies, 

a And on the point of his own arrow des. 

Here high enthron'd th' eternal Judge is plac'd, 
Wich all the grandeur of his Godhead grac'd ; 
Stars on his robes in beauteous order meet, 

And the fun burns beneath his awful feet, 

N ow an archangel, eminently bright, 

From oi his filver ſtatt, of wond'rous height, 
Unfurls the chriſtian flag, which waving thes, 
And thuts aud opens mote than half the ies: 
1 he croſs ſo ſtrong a red, it ſheds a ſtain 
Where'er it floats, on earth, and air, and mai: ; 
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3 Fluthes the hill, and ſets on fire the wood, 
; And turns the deep dy'd ocean into blucd, 
Oh formidable glory! dreadful bright! 
a Re ulgent tortute to the guilty ſight. 
} Ah turn, uawary muſe ! nor dare reveal 


þ What horrid thoughts with the polluted dwe!!. 

| Say not, (to make the ſun ſhrink in his beam) 

11 Date not affirm, they wifh it all a dream; 

_ With or their ſouls may with their limbs decay, 

-W Or God be ſpoil'd of his eternal ſway : 

But rather, if thou know'ſt the means, untold 

How they with tranſport might the ſcene behold, 
Ah how! but by repentance, by a mind | 

Quick, and ſevere, its own oflence to und! wu 
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*2r5, and groans, and never ccafing care, 


the pious violence of pray'r? 
hen, with fervency, till now unknown, 


iy heart before th' eternal throne ; 
great temple, which the ſkies ſurround 
mage to its Lord, a narrow bound, 


/ Thou! whoſe balance does the mountains u eig zh, 


fe will the wild tumultuous ſeas obe v, 
{e breath can turn thoſe wat'ry worlds to flame, 
ſtame to tempeſt, and that tempeſt tame; 
1's meaneſt ſon, all trembling, proftrate falls, 
on the boundleſs of thy goodneſs calls. 
1! give the winds all paſt offeuce to ſweep, 
catter wide, or bury in the deep 
pow'r, my weakneſs, may I ever ſee, 
wholly dedicate my ſou! to thee : 
n o'er my will; my paſſious ebb and flor 
hy command, nor humaa motive Knew ! 
ger boil, let anger be my pra.ſe, 
fin the graceful indignation ra:ſfe : 
love be warm to ſuccour the diſtreſs'd. 
lift the burthen from the ſoul oppieſs'd. 


n may my underſtanding ever read 


; glorious volume which thy wiſdom made! 


- .» decks the maiden ſpring with flow'ry pride? 


call forth ſummer, like a ſparkling bride:? 
> joys the mother autumn's bed to cron? 


. bids old winter lay her honours down? 


the great Ottoman, or greater Czar, 


Europe's arbitreſs of peace and war. 


' ſea, and land, and earth, and heav'n be join'd, 
"ring th? eternal Author to my mind! 

en oceans roar, or awful thunders roll, : 
thoughts of thy dread vengeance ſhake my foul 
n earth's in bloom, or planets proudly thine, 


tre, my heart! the Majeity divine. 


hro* ev'ry ſcene of life, or peace, or War, 


"ity, or want, thy glory be my care 
le is the vintage, and the conqueſt thine; 
de pe in arms; or fing beneath our vine? 
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- Thy pleaſure points the ſhaft, and bends the bow, 
The cluſter blaſts, or bids it brightly glow : 

Tis thou that leadſt our pow'rful armies forth, 
And gives great Anne thy ſceptre o'er the north. 
«© Grant I may ever at the morning ray, 

Open with pray*r the confecrated day; 

Tune thy great praiſe, and bid my ſoul ariſe, 
And with the mounting ſun aſcend the ſkies : 
. As that advances, let my zeal improve, 

And glow with ardour of conſummate love; 

Nor ceaſe at eve, but with the ſetting ſun 

My endleſs worthip ſhall be ſtill begun. 

And, oh! permit the gloom of ſolemn night 

To ſacred thought may torcibly invite. 

When this world's ſhut, and awful planets riſe, 
Call on our minds, and raiſe them to the Kies; 


* Compoſe our ſouls with a leſs dazzling fight, 


And ſhew all nature in a milder light; 

How cv'ry boiſt'rons thought in calm ſubſides! 
How the ſmooth ſpirit into goodneſs glides! 
O how divine! to tread the milky way, 


« To the bright palace of the Lord of day; 


His court admire, or for his favour ſue, 
Or leagues of tr;endihip with his ſaints renew; 


« Pleas'd to look down, and ſee the world aſleep, 


« Which in eternity's deep boſom lies! 


While I long vigils to its Founder AGES 

&« Canſt thou not ſhake the ceatre ? Oh, contro! 
Subdue by force the rebel in my ſoul. 

Thou who canſt ſtill the ragii.g of the floods 
Reſtrain the various tumults of my blood; 

Jeach me, with equal tirmaeſs, to ſuſtain 
2 pleaſure, and aflaulting pain. 

O may | pant for thee in each deſire! 

And with firong faith fome t the holy fire! 
Stretch out my ſoul in hope, and graſp the pride 


At the great day of recompeuce behold, 
Devoid of fear, the fatal book unfold ! 

J hen wafted upward to the bliſsful ſeat, 
From age to age my grateful ſong repeat; 
My light, my life, my God, my Saviour, ſce— 
And rival angels in the praiſe of Thee.” 
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BOOK III. 


bock unfolding, the reſplendent ſear 
If ſaints and- angels, the tremendous fate 
iIty ſouls, the gloomy realms of woe, 
11 the horrors of the world below, 
preſume to fing. What yet remains 
nds my laſt, but moſt exalted ſtrains; 
2t the muſe or now affect the ſky, 


- +; inglorious ſhades for ever lie. 


ndles; ſhe inflam'd, ſo near the goal; 
ounts; ſhe gains upon the ſtarry pole; 
orld grows leſs as the purſues her flight, 
he ſun darkens to her diſtant ſight. 

1 op'ning, all its ſacred pomp diſplays, 
verwhelms her with the ruſhing blaze; 
iumph riags! archangels ſhout around! 
choing nature lengthens out the ſound! 
thouſand trumpets now at once advance; 
- deepeſt ſilence lulls the vaſt expanſe : 

p the ſilence and fo ſtroug the blaſt, 

ture dy'd, when the had groau'd her laſt. 
aan nor angel moves; he Judge on high 
round, and with his glory fills the (ky; 
on the fatal book his hand he lays, 

1 high to view ſnpporting ſeraphs raiſe ; 
mn form the rituals are prepar'd, 

gal is broken, and a groan is heard. 

hou, my ſoul! (oh, fall to ſudden pray'r, 


tet the thought fink deep!) ſhalt thou be there? 


on the left (for by the great command, 


'\.: throng divided falls on either hand) 
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How weak, how pale, how haggard, how obſcene, 
What more than death in ev'ry face and mien? 
With what diſtreſs, and glarings of aſfright, 
They ſhock the heart, and turn away the ſizht ? 
In gloomy orbs their trembling eye-balls roll, 
And tel! the horrid fecrets of the ſoul. 
Each geſture mourns, each look is black with care, 
And ev'ry groan is loaded with deſpair, 
Reader! if guilty, ſpare the muſe, and find 
A truer image pictur'd in thy mind, 

Shouldſt thou behold thy brother, father, wife, 
And all the foft companions of thy life, 
Whoſe blended int'reſts levell'd at one aim, 
Whoſe mix'd celires ſent up one common flame, 
Divided far, thy wreiched ſelf alone | 
Cat on the left of al whom thou haſt known, 
How would it wound? what millions wouldſt thou gte 
For one more tr:al, one more day to live? 
Flung back in time an hour, a moment's ſpace, 
To graſp with eagerneſs the means of grace, 
Contend for mercy with a pious rage, 
Aad in that moment to redeem an age? 
Drive back the tide, ſuſpend a ſtorm in air, 
Arreſt the ſun, but ſtill of this deſpair, 

Mark, on the right, how am able a grace; 
7 heir Maker's image freſh in ev'ry face! 
What purple bloom my raviſh'd ſoul admires, 
And their eyes ſparkliag with immortal fires ! 
Triumphant beauty! charms that rife above 
i h.s world, and in bleſs'd angels Kindle love! 
Jo the great Judge with holy pride they turn, 
And dare behold th' Almighty's anger burn; 
Its flaſh ſuſtain, againſt its t-rror riſe, 
And on the dread tribunal fix their eyes, 
Are thefe the forms that moulder'd in the duſt? 


FP . Oh the tranſcending glory of the juſt! 
i Yet ſtll ſome thin remains of fear and doubt 
1 1h' infected bright neſs of their joy pollute, raich, 
1 Thus the chafte bridegroom, when the pric? dans 
if } Beholds his bleſſing with a trembling eye, 
4M 
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s doubtful paſſions throb in ev'ry vein, 
d in his cheeks are mingled joys and pain. 
{| ftill ſome intervening chance ſhould riſe, 
ap forth at once, and faatch the golden prize, 
ime his woe, by bringing it ſo late, 
d ſtab him in the criſis of his fate. 
3nce Adam's family, from tirſt to laſt, 
into one diſtinct ſurvey 1s caſt, 
ok round, vain-glorious muſe! and you whoe'er 
ote vourtelves to fame, and think her fair, 
ok round, and ſeek the lights of human race, 
boſe ſhining acts 1ime's brighteſt annals grace! 
io founded fects, crowns couquer'd or rehgn'd 
ve names to nations, or fam'd empires join'd; 
10 rais'd the vale, and laid the mountain low, 
taught obedie.:t rivers where to flow; 
o with vaſt fleets, as with a mighty chain, 
ou!d bind the madneſs of the roaring main; 
1 loft! all undiſtinguiſh'd! nowhere found! 
ov will this truth in Bourboa's palace ſound ? 
That hour, on which eth Almighty King on hi gh, 
mall eternity, has fix'd his eye, 
5 Nether his right hand favour'd or annoy'd, 
inu'd, alter'd, threaten'd, or deſtroy'd; 
»Wiern or eaſtern ſceptre downward hurl'd, 
ve north or weſt dominioa o'er the world; 
ne point of time, for which the world was built, 4 
Tr which the blood of God himſelf was ſpilt, | i 
hat dreadful moment is arriv'd. | 
: A oft, the ſeats of bliſs their pomp d ſplay, 
EBriohter than brightueſs this diſtiuguiſh'd day: 
ess glorious when of old th' eternal SON 
om realms of night return'd with trophies won; 


Iro heav'n's high gates when he triumphant rode, | 
And ſhout; ng angels hail'd the victor God. 1 

rrors beneath, darkneſs in darkneſs, hell | 
f nell, where torments behind torments dwell ; 5 | 
Y ur nac e formidable, deep and wide, q 


'voiling with a mad ſulphurious tide, 
P E its jaws, moſt dreadful to ſurvey, 
roars outrageous for the deftin'd prey: 


288 - THE LAST DAY. Bock 111, 


The ſons of light, ſearce unappall'd, look down, 
And nearer preſs heav'n's everlaſting throne. 

Such is the ſcene, and one ſhort moment's ſpace 
Concludes the hopes and fears of human race, 
Proceed who dares!—I tremble as I write: 
The whole creation ſwims before my ſight : 
I ſee, I fee the Judge's frowning brow z 
Say not *tis diſtant; I behold it now; 
I faint, my tardy blood forgets to flow, 
My ſoul recoils at the ſtupendous wee ; 
That woe, thoſe pangs, which from the guilty breaf 
In theſe, or words like theſe, ſhall be expreſt: 
Who burſt the barriers of my peaceful grave 
Ah! cruel death, that would no longer ſave, 
But grudg'd me e'en that narrow dark abode, 
And caſt me out into the wrath of God; 
Where ſhrieks, the roaring flame, the rattling ch, 
And all the dreadful eloquence of pain, 
Our only ſong ; black fire's malignant light, 
* The ſole refreſhment of the blaſted ſight. 
„ Muſt all thoſe pow'rs heav'n gave me to ſupply 
My ſoul with pleafure, and bring in my joy, 
Riſe up in arms againſt me, join the foe, 
Senſe, reaſon, memory, increaſe my woe? 
And ſhall my voice, ordain'd on hymns to dwell, 
“ Corrupt to groans, and blow the fires of hell? 
«© Oh! muſt I look with terror on my gain, 
And with exiſtence only meaſure pain? 
«© What! no reprieve, no leaſt indulgence giv'n, 
No beam of hope, from any point of heav'n! 
© Ah mercy! mercy! art thou dead above? 
« Is love extinguiſh'd in the ſource of love ? 

“ Bold that I am, did heav'n ſtoop down to hell 
« Th' expiring Lord of life my ranſom ſeal? 
&© Have I not been induſtrious to provoke? 
«& From his embraces obſtinately broke ? 
« Purſu'd and panted for his mortal hate, 
« Earn'd my deſtruction, labour'd out my fate 
And dare I on extinguiſnh'd love exclaim ? 
Jake, take full yengeance, rouſe the ſlack ning Fane 


n adds coo as 4 
= = - Il 


IHE CONSOLATION, 


ch repo! lefles part of what ſhe gave, 
Aud the freed ſpirit mounts on wi: gs of fire; 
1 element partakes our ſcatter 4 ſpoils; 
© nature, wide, our ruins ſpread : man's death 
Ichabits all things, but the thought of man, 

Nor man alone; his breathing built expitcs, 
tend is mortal; ; empires die: W here, DOW, 
e Roman? Greek? 'l hey ſtalk, an empty name! 

t few regard them in this uſeful light; 
0 half our learning is their epitaph. 
den down thy vale, unlockt by midnight thought, 
hat loves to wander in thy ſunleſs realus, 
death! I ſtretch my view; what viſions riſe! 
hat triumphs! Toils imperial! Arts divine! 
wither'd taurels glide before my fight! 
hat lengths of far- fam'd ages „billow'd hi gh 
th h hum an agitation, roll 210! ou 
aſubſtantial images of air? 
melancholy ghoſts of dead renown, 
'p'ring faint echoes of the world's applauſe : 
u penitential aſpect, as they paſs, 
' point at Earth, and hi ſs at buman pride, 
wiſdom of the wiſe, and prauci ings of the 
Lit, O Lorenzo, far the reſt abov A 
thaftly nature, and enormous ſize, 
Form aſtaults my fight, and chills my blood, 
Cihakes my frame, Of one departed world 
e the mi ghty ſhadow ; 00zy wreath 
d diſmal ſea-weed crown her *! o'er her urn 
c 3 ſhe weeps her deſolated realms, 
ated ſons; and, weeping, propheſics 
's diſlolution, ſoon, in lanes. 
ike Callandra, prophefies in vain ; 
i, to many; not, I truſt, to thee, 
; know'ſt thou not, or art thou loth to Know, 
feat decree the counſel of the ſkies? 
e 2nd conflagration, dreadful pow'rs! 
c Minifters of ve ngeance! Chain'd in caves 
et, apart the giant furies roar ; 


great, 


* 


" the Deluge, referred to Geneſis vii, 22, 
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Apart ; or, ſuch their horrid rage for ruin, 
In mutual conflict would they riſe, and wage 
Etcrnal war, till one was quite devour'd. 
But not for this, ordain'd their boundlefs rage: 
When heavn's inferior inſtruments of wrath, 
War, famine, peſtilence, are found too weak 
To ſcourge a world for ter enormous crimes, 
Theſe are let looſe, alternate; down they ruth, 
Switt and tempeſtuous, from th' eternal throne, T 
With irrefftible commiſſion arm'd, | 
The worid, in vain corrected, to deſtroy, 
And eaſe creation of the ſhocking ſcene, 
Seeſt thon, Lorenzo, what depends on man-? 
The fate of nature? as for man, her birth. 
zarth's actors change earth's tranſitory ſcenes, 
And make creation groan with human guilt. 
How muſt it groan, in a new deluge whelm'd, 
But not of waters! At the deſtin'd hour, 
By the loud trumpet ſummon'd to the charge, 
See, all the formidable ſons of fire, 
Eruptions, earthquakes, comets, lightninps, play 
7 heir various engines; all at once diſgorge 
Their blazing magazines; and take, by florm, 
This poor terreſtrial citadel of man. 
Amazing period! when each mountain-heigh: 
Out-buras Veſuvius; rocks eternal pour 
Their melted maſs, as rivers once they pour'd; 
Stars ruſh ; and figal ruin fiercely drives 
. Her plongh-ſhare o'er creation - While aloft, 
- More than aſtoniſhment! if more can be! 
Far other firmameat than e'er was ſeen, 
Than cer was thought by man! Far other fiars! 
Stars animate, that govern theſe of fire; 
Far other ſun !—A ſun, O how unlike 
N he babe at Bethle'em! How unlike the man 
i That groan'd on Calvary! Yet he it is; 
* 
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That man of ſorrows! O how chang'd! What! 
In grandeur terrible, all heav'n deſcends! 
And gods, ambitions, triumph in his train. 

A ſwift archangel with his golden wing, 

As blots and clouds, that darken and ditrect 
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he ſcene divine, ſweeps ſtars and ſuns aſide, 
And now, all droſs remov'd, heav'n's own pure day, 
Full on the confines of our æther, flames, 
While (dreadful contraſt !) far, how far beneath! 
Hell burſting, belches forth her blazing ſeas, 
And frorms ſulphureous ; ; her voracious jaws 
Expanding wide, and roaring for her prey. 
| - Lorenzo, welcome to this ſcene ; the laſt 
In nature's courſe ; the rſt in wiſdom's thought. 
This ſtrikes, if aught can ſtrike thee; this awakes 
The moſt ſupine ; this ſnatches man from death. 
donſe, rouſe, Lorenzo, then, and follow me, 
Where truth, the moſt momentous man can hear, 
Loud calls my ſoul, and ardour wings her flight. 
g find my inſpiration in my theme; 
Abe prandeur of my ſubject is my muſe. 
At midnight (when mankind is wrapt in peace, 
Rod worldly fancy feeds on golden dreams; ) 
No give more dread to man's moſt dreadful hour, 
N midnight, 'tis preſum'd, this pomp will burſt 
From tenfold darkneſs ; ſudden as the ſpark 
em ſmitten ſteel; from nitrous grain, the blaze, 
Nan, farting from nis couch, ſhall fleep no more 
be day is broke, which never more 33 clote 
ue, around, beneath, amazement all! 
7 rror and glory join'd in their extremes! 
t GOD in grandeur, and our world on fire! 
15 nature firnggling i in the pangs of death ! 
Wo thou not hear her! ? Doft thou not deplore 
th r irong convuliions, and her final groan? 
here are we now? Ah, me! The ground is gone 
which we ſtood, Lorenzo! While thou may'ſt, 
ovice more firm anne or fink for ever! 
bete? How? From whence? Vain 8 It is too late 
. , where, for ſhelter, {tall the guilty fly, 
1 conſternation turns the good man pa le : 
10 eat day? for which all other days were made; 
N Wh. uch earth roſe from c haos, man from earth; 
eternity, the date of gods, 
= on poor earth-created man; 
y of dread, deciſion, and deſpair! 
K 2 
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At thonght of thee each ſublunary with 

Lets go its eager graſp, and drops the world; 
And catches at each reed of hope in heav'n. 
At thought of thee — And art thou abſeut the: 
Lorenzo, no; 'tis here ;—it is begun ;— 
Already is begun the grand aſſize, 

In thee, in all: deputed conſcience ſcales 

The dread tribunal, and foreitals our doom; 
Foreſtals; and, by foreſtalling, proves it ſure, 
Why on himſelf ſhould man void judgment pass 
Is idle nature laughing at her ſons * 

Who conſc.ence ſeat, her feateace will ſuppar! 
And God above allert that God in man. 

Thrice happy they! that enter now the cour! 
Heav'n opens in their boſom : but, how rare! 
Ah, me! That magnanimity, how rare! 

What hero, like the man who ſtands himſelf; 
Who dares to meet his naked heart alone; 


Who hears, intrepid, the full charge it brings, N 
Reſolv'd to ſilence future murmurs there! 4 
1he coward flies; and, flying, is undone, | 
(Art thou a coward? No}: the coward ities ; 

Thinks, but thinks ſliglitly; atks, but tears to / 


Aſks, “ What is truth: with Pilate “*; and ret 

Diſlolves the court, and mingles with the thiron 

Aſylum ſad! from reaſon, hope, and heav'n ! 
Shall all, but man, look out with ardent eve, 

For that great day, which was ordain'd for ma: 

O day of conſuramation! Mark ſupreme 

(if men are wiſe) of human thought! nor leaf, 

Or in the ſight of angels, or their-King ! 

Angels, whote radiant circles, height v'er heig! 

Order o'er order, riſing, blaze o'er blaze, 

As in a theatre, ſurround tbis ſcene, 

Intent on man, and anxious for his fate. 

Angels look out for thee; for thee their Lord, 

To vindicate his glory; aud for thee, 

Creation univerſal calls atoud, 

10 diſ-involve the moral world, and give 

i'o nature's renovation brighter chars. 

* John xvii. 38. 
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man alone, whoſe fate, whoſe final fate, 
% | 5 on that hour, exclude it from his thought 
| think of nothing elſe ; : Tree! I feel it! 
\\| nature, like an earthquake, trembling round! 
deittes, like ſummer's ſwarms, on wing! 
A baſking in the full meridian blaze! 
ce the Judge enthron'd! The flaming guard! 
volume open'd! Open'd ev'ry heart! 
p- :0-yeam pointing out each ſecret thought! 
© patron! Tatercefor none! Now paſt 
£100 iweet, the clement, mediatoria! hour! 
Tor gzuilt no plea! o pain, no pauſe! no bound! 
Jiexorabley all! and all, extreme 
Nor man alone; the foe of God and man, 
Fon his dark den, blaſpheming, drags his chain, 
ud rears his brazen front, with thunder ſcat'd; 
F ectives his ſentence, and begins his hell. 
AI el arne paſt, now, ſeems abundant grace: 
© meteors in a ſtormy ſky, how roll 
aleful eyes! He curſes whom he dreads; 
Ad Ape it the firſt moment of his fall. 
5 preſent to my thought! — And vet where is it! 
gels can't tell; angels cannot gueſs 
period; from created heings lock'd 
darkneſs, But the proceſs, and the place, 
rt leſs obfonre's ; for theſe may man inquire, 
thou great cloſe of human hopes and fears! 
cat Key of hearts! Great finiſher of fates ; 
dat end! and great beginning! Say, where art thou? 
ul hou in time, or in eternity? 
in eternity, nor time, I nnd thee, 
4 (©, us two monarchs, on their borders meet, 
archs of all elaps'd, or unarriv'd!) 
in debate, how. beſt their pow'rs ally'd 
wel the grandeur, or'diſcharge the wrath 
* 1 uy id whom both their monarchies obey, 
„this vaſt fabric for him built (and 'doom'd 
& him to fall) now burſting o'er his head; 
mp, the ſun, extinguiſtd 3 from beneath 
ton of hideous darkneſs, calls his ſons 
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To ſecond birth; contemporary throng! 

Rous'd at one call, upſtarting from one bed, 

Preſt in one crowd, appall'd with one amaze, 

He turns them over, eternity! to thee, 

Then (as a king depos'd diſdains to live) 

He falls on his own ſcythe; nor falls alone; 

His greateſt toe falls with him; Time and he 

Who murder'd all time's otispring, death, expire. 
Time was! Eternity now reigns alone! 

Awful eternity! oftended queen! 

And her reſeatment to mankind, how juſt! 

With Kind intent, ſoliciting acceſs, 

How often has the knock'd at human hearts! 

Rich to repay their hoſpitality, 

How often call'd' and with the voice of God; 

Yet bore repulſe, excluded as a cheat ! 

A dream! while fouleſt foes found welcome there! 

A dream, a cheat, now, all things, but her mie. 
For, lo! her twice ten thouſand gates throw! wi 

As thrice from Indus to the frozen pole, 


0 


With banners, ſtreaming as the comet's blaze, . 
And clarions, louder than the deep in ſtorms, 
Sonorous as immortal breath can blow, a 


Pour forth their myriads, potentates, and pow'rs, 
Of light, of darkneſs; in a middle held, 
Wide, as creation ! populous, as wide! : 


A neutral region! there to mark th? event 4 
Ot that great drama, whoſe preceding ſcenes 
Detain'd them cloſe ſpectators, thro? a length ( 
Of ages, rip'ning to this grand reſult : ; 
Ages, as yet unnumber'd, but by God; 1 
Who now, pronouncing ſentence, vindicates A 
The rights of virtue, and his own renown. 4 

Eternity, the various ſentence paſty Ic 
Aſſigus the tever'd throng diſtin& abodes, 4 
Sulphureous, or ambroßal: What enſues? | 
The deev zredom:nant ! the deed of decils! 4 
Which makes a hell of hell, a heav'n of heav't 5 
The goddeſs, with determin'd aſpect, turns p 
Her adamantine key's enormous fize 4 


Thro' deſtiny's incxtricable wards, 
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Deep-driving ev'ry bolt, on both their fates, 
then, from the cryſtal battlements of heav'n, 
Down, down ſhe hurls it thro? the dark profonnd, 
Ten thouſand thouſand fathom ; there to ruſt, 
= nc'er unlock her reſolution more, 
: deep reſounds, and hell, thro? all her gloome, 

turns, in groans, the melancholy roar, 

O how unlike the chorus of the ſkies! 

O how unlike thoſe ſhouts of joy, that ſhake 

Elle whole ethereal! how the concave rings! 

Nor ſtrange! when deities their voice exalt; 

And louder far, than when creation roſe, 

lo ſee creation's godlike aim, and end, 

do well accompliſh'd! ſo divinely clos'd ! 

Ao ſee the mighty dramatif's laſt act 

[4 meet) in glory riſing o'er the reſt. 

4  fancy'd god, a God — d, deſcends, 

Io ſolve all knots ; ; to ſtrike the moral 3 

To throw full day on darkeſt ſcenes of time 

W 0 clear, commend, exalt, and crown the whole. 

ence, in one peal of lou: {, eternal praiſe, 

e charm'd ſpectators nager their applauſe; 


Aud the vaſt void beyond, applauſe reſounds. 
What then am 1] ? 
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Amidit applauding worlds, 

4 Ra celeſtial, i is there found on earth, 
peeviſh, dilonant, rebellious ſtring, 
NI. ch z jars in the grand chorus, and complains? 
Eenſure on thee, Lorenzo! 1 ſuſpend, 
ud turn it on myſelf; how greatly due! 
Bll, all is right, by God ordain'd or done; 
A: 0 who, but God, reſum'd the friends he g gave? 
Ind have 1 been complaining, then, fo long? 
tmplaining of his favours, pain, and death i ? 
Tho, without pain's advice, would e'er be good! 
hy , without death, but woald be good in vain? 

11s to ſave from pain; all puniſhment, 
po make for peace; and death, to ſave from death; 
d ſecond death to guard immortal life ; 
route the careleſs, the preſumptuous awey 

ad turn the tide of ſouls another way; ; 
K 4 
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By the ſame tenderneſs divine ordain'd, 
1 hat planted Eden, and high-bloom'd for man, 
A fairer Eden, endleſs, in the ſkies. 
Heav'n gives us friends to bleſs the preſent Gan. 


R:ſumes them, to prepare us for the next, 
All evils natural are moral goods ;* 
All d:ſcipline, indulgence, on the whole, 
None are unhappy; all have cauſe to {mile; 
Dut ſuch as to themſelves that cauſe deny, 
Our taults are at the bottom ot our pains ;; 
Vrror, in act, or judgment, is the ſource 
Of endleſs hghs: We fin, or we miſtake, 
And nature tax, when falſe opinion ſtinzs, 
Let impious griet be baniſh'd, joy indulg d. 
But ch.etly then, whea grief puts in hei clan. 
; Joy from the j-vous, frequently betravs, 
f Ott lives in vanity, and dies in woe. 

| Joy, amidſt ils, corroborates, exalts; 
is joy, aud couguett; joy, and virtue too, 
A noble fortitude in ills delights 
g Heav'n, earth, ourſelves ; tis duty, glory, peac* 
a 
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Attection is the good man's ſhining tcene ; 
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| Proſperity conceals his brighteſt rays ; 1 
1. As night to ſtars, woe luſtre gives to man, 0 
'v Heroes in battle, pilots in the form, I 
3 And virtue in calamities, adm're, E 
1 1 The crown-of manhood is a winter-joy ; [ 
; U .F | An evergreen, that ſtands the northern blatt; . 
1% Wi And bloſſoms in the rigour of our fate. 
1 ö 5 "Tis a prime part of happineſs, to Know 
} ; | 3 How muci unhappineſs muſt prove our lot; 
1 £ A part which tew poſſeſs! Dll pay life's tax, 
ES Without one rebel murmur, from this hour, 
#F j 1 Nor think it miſery to be a man 
7 Who thinks it is ſhall never be a god. 
13 Some ills we with for, when we with to live, 
1 What ſpoke proud paſſion!— * Wiſh my being 0 | 
Ws Freſumpuous! blaſphemous! abſurd! and falle 
WEL | ihe triumph of my foul is,—-That 1 am; 


* Retcrring to the Firſt Night, 
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And therefore that I may he—What ? Lorenzo! 
Look inward, and look deep; and deeper full : 
Unfathomably deep our treaſure runs 
In golden veins, thro? all eternity! 
Ages, and ages, and ſucceeding ſtill 
New ages, where this phantom of an hour, 
Which courts, each night, dull lumber, for repa.r, 
Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praiſe, 
And iy thro? infinite, and all unlock; 
And (if deſerv'd) by heav'n's redundant love, 
Made half-adorable itſelf, adore; 
\nd find, in adoration, endleſs joy! 
Where thou, not maſter of a moment here, 
trail as the flow'r, and fleeting as the gale, 
May boaſt a whole eternity, enrich'd 
alla kind Gmnipotence can pour. 
de Adam fell, no mortal, uninſpir'd, 
ver yet conceiv'd, or ever ſhall, 
Find is God, how great (if good) is man, 
man too largely from heav'n's love cau hope, 
hat is hop'd he labours to ſecure. 
there are none! all gracious! none from thee ; 
man full many! num'rous is the race 
Aackeſt ills, and thoſe immortal too. 
tby madneſs on fair liberty; 
wen's daughter, hell debauch'd! her hand alone 
uvcks deſtruction to the ſons of men, 
tbair'd by thine ; high-wall'd with adamant, 
ded with terrors reaching to this world, 
rd cover'd with the thunders of thy law; 
threats are mercies, whoſe injunctions, guides, 
E127, not reſtraining, reaſon's choice; 
ole ſanctions, unavoidable reſults 
1 nature's courſe, indulgeatly reveal'd; 
Ireveal'd, more dang'rous, nor lefs ſure, 
, an indulgent father warns his ſone, 
* tuls; fly that? — nor always tells the cauſe; 
= | to reward, as duty to his will, 
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What racks are theſe, on which to build our tri 
1 kv ways admit no blemiſh; none I find; 
Or this alone“ That none is to be found.“ 
Not one, to ſoften cenſure's hardy crime; 
Not one, to palliate peeviſh grier's complaint, 
Who, like a daemon murm'ring, from the dus, 
Dares into judgment call her judge, —Suprea: 
For all I bleſs thee ; moſt, for the ſevere; 
* Her death—my own at hand—the fiery gulph, 
That flaming bound of wrath omnipoteit ! 
It thunders z—but it thunders to preſerve ; 
Ir ſtrengthens what it ſtrikes; its wholeſome dread 
Averts the dreaded pain; its hideous grouns 
Join heav'n's ſweet hallelujahs in thy praise, 
Great ſource of good alone! How kind in all! 
Ja vengeance Kind! pain, death, Gehenna, ave 

Thus, in thy world material, mighty mii! 
Not that alone which ſolacts, and ſhines, 
The rough and gloomy, challenges our praitfe. 
he winter is as needful as the ſpring ; 
The thunder as the ſun: a ſtagnate maſs 
Or vapours breeds a peſtilential air : 
Nor more propitious the Favonian breeze 
To nature's health, than puritying forms; 
} he dread volcano minificrs to good, 
Its {:aviherd flames might undermine the world. 
Loud AF tnas fulminate in love to man; 
Comets good omens are, when duly ſcaun'd 
And, in their uſe, eclipſes learn to ſhine, 

Man is reſponſible for ills receiv'd ! 
Thoſe we call wretched are a choſen band, 
Compell'd to refuge in the right, for peace. 
Amid my liſt of bleſſings infinite, 
Stand this the foremoſt, + That my heart has bid.” 
"Tis heav'n's laſt effort of good will to man; 
When pain can't bleſs, heav'a quits us in deipair, 
Who fails to grieve, when juſt occation calls, 
Or grieves too much, deferves not to be blett: 
Inhuman, or eneminate, his heart; 
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Reaſon abſolves the grief, which reaſon ends, 
May heav'n ne'er truſt my friend with mappineſs 
lilhit has taught him how to bear it well, 
by previous pain; and made it ſafe to ſmile! 
Such ſmiles are mine, and ſuch may they remain; 
Nor h azar their extinction, from exceſs, 

My change of heart a change of ſivle demands; 
The Conſolation cancels the Complaint, 

And makes a convert of my guilty ſong. 

As when o'er-labour'd, and inclin'd to breathe, 
A panting traveller, ſome riſing ground, 
Some ſmall aſcent, has gain'd, he turns him round, 
And meaſures with his eye the various vale, 
Lhe Felds, woods, meads, and rivers, he has paſt ; 
Nad, ſatiate of his journey, thinks of home, 
E dear'd by diſtance, nor aflects more toil: 
Aus I, tho? fmall, indeed, is that aſcent 
e mute has gain'd, review the paths the trod; 
arious ext eatlvey beaten but by few: 
4, conſcio as of her prudence in repoſe, 
me; and with pleaſure meditate an end, 
” [til remote; fo fruitful is my theme; 
iro” many a field of moral and divi ine, 
de muſe has ſtray'd ; and much of ſorrow ſeen 
haman ways; and much of falſe and vain ; 
neh none, who travel this bad road, can miſs. 
trends deceas'd full heartily ſhe wept; 
my P divine the wonders ſue diſplay'd ; 
man immortal; ſhew'd the ſource of joy; 

x rrand tribugal rais d; aſſigu'd the bounds 
numan grief: in few, to caſe the whole, 
he moral muſe has ſhadow'd out a ſketch, 
ot in form, nor with a Raphael-froke, 
107 our weakneſs needs belic ve or do, 
* our land of travel, and of hope, 


"7 


Peace on earth, or proſpect of the ikies, 
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Her ſhepherd cheer'd; of her enamour'd leſs, 
Than I of thee, —And art thou ſtill unſung, 
Beneath whoſe brow, aud by whoſe aid, I fing ? 
Immortal lence !—Where ſhall I begin? 
Where end? Or how ſteal muſic from the ſpheres, 
To ſoothe their goddeſs ? 
O majeſtic night ! 
Nature's great anceſtor! Day's elder-born! 
And fated to ſurvey the tranſieut ſun! 
By mortals, and immortals, ſeen with awe! ( 
A ftarry crown thy raven brow adorns, [ 
An azure zone, thy waiſt; clouds, in heav'n's loom ; 
Wrought thro? varieties of ſhape and ſhade, | 


In ample folds of drapery divine, #: 
Thy flowing mantle form; and heav'n throughout, 
Voluminouſly pour thy pompors train. V 
Thy gloomy grandeurs (nature's mott auguſt 0. 
Inſpiring aſpect!) claim a grateful verſe ; A 
And, like a fable curtain ſtarr'd with gold, l 
Drawn o'er my labours paſt, ſhall cloſe the ſcene. N 51 
And what, O man! ſo worthy to be ſung? Ma 
What more prepares us for the ſongs of heavn ? Ant 
Creation of archangels is the theme A 
What, to be ſung, fo needful? What ſo well 155 


Celeftial joys prepares us to ſuſtain ? 

The ſoul of man, His face deſign'd to ſee, 

Who gave theſe wonders to be ſeen by man, 

Has here a previous ſcene of objects great. 

On which to dwell; to ſtretch to that expaule 

Of thought, to riſe to that exalted height 

Of admiration, to contract that awe, 

And give her whole capacities that ſtrength, 

Which beſt may gualiiy for final joy. 

The more our ſpirits are enlarg'd on earth, 

The deeper draught ſhall they receive of hc3v 
Heav'n's King? whoſe face unveild co! uns 

Redundant bliſs! which fills that mighty vod, G 

The whole creation leaves in human heart 

thou who didft touch the lips of Jefie's 102 “, 


* 
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* David, 1 Samuel xvi. 18, 24. 
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| Rapt in ſweet contemplation of theſe fires, 
And ſet his harp in condert with the ſphercs! 
While of thy works materia! the ſupreme 
dare attempt, aſſiſt my daring ſong, 
Looſe me from earth's incloſure, from the ſun's 
Contracted circle ſet my heart at large; 
Eliminate my ſpirit, give it range 
Ihro' provinces of thought yet unexplor d; 
Teach me, by this ſtupendous ſcaitolding, 
Creation's golden ſteps, to climb to Thee. 
Teach me with art great nature to controul, 
And ſpread a luſtre o'er the thades of night, 
reel I thy Kind aflent? And ſhall the ſun 
De ſeen at midnight, riſing in thy ſong ? 
{ Lorenzo! come, and warm thee : thou whoſe heart, 
| Whote little heart, is moor'd within a nook 
Or this obſcure terreſtrial, anchor welgh, 
Another ocean calls, a nobler port; 
em thy pilot, I thy proſperous gale. 
bantul thy voyage thro? yon azure main; 
Main, without tempeſt, pirate, rock, or ſhore ; 
And whence thou may 'ſt import eternal wealth ; 
And leave to beggar'd minds the pearl and gold, 
y travels doſt thou boaſt o'er foreign realms? 
Thou ſtranger to the world! thy tour begin; 
{ly tour thro? nature's univerſal orb. 
Nature delineates her whole chart at large, 
n lvaring ſouls, that ſail among the ſpheres ; 
alan how purblind, if unknown the whole! 
Nho circles ſpacious earth, then travels here, 
al own, he never was from home before! 
Tone, my * Prometheus, from thy pointed rock 
| falſe ambition, if unchain'd, we'll mount ; 
We'll innocently ſteal celeſtial fire, 
nd Kindle our devotion at the ſtars - 
theft that ſhall not chain, but ſet thee free, 
Above our atmoſphere's inteſtine wars, 
an's fountain-head, the magazine of hail ; 
Wie the northern neſts of feather'd ſuows, 


Night the Eighth, 
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Phe brew of thunders, and the flaming forge 

That forms the crooked lightning; *bove the cave: 
Waere infant rempeſts wait their growing wings, 
And tune their tender voices to that roar, 

Which foon, perhaps, ſhall ſhake a guilty world; 
Above miſcoaſtru'd omens of the ſky, 

Far travell'd comet's calculated blaze, 

Elance thy thought and think on more than man, 
Thy fonl, till now, contraced, wither'd, ſhrunk, 
Bliohted by blaſts-of earth's unwholeſome air, 
Will bloſfam here: fpread all her faculties 

To theſe bright ardours; ev'ry pow'r unfold, 
And rite into ſublimities of thought. 

Stars teach, as well as ſhine, At nature's birth. 
Thus, their commiſſion ran—* Be kind to man,” 
Where art thou, poor benighted traveller! 

The fars will light thee, tho? the moon ſhould ta“ 
Where art thou, more benighted! more aſtray ! 
In wavs immoral? The ftars call thee back ; 

And, if obey'd their counſel, tet thee right. 

1his proſpect vaſt, what is it?—Weightd argh; 

"Tis nature's ſyſtem of divinity, 

And ev'ry ſtudent of the night infpires. 

is elder ſcripture, writ by God's own hand; 
Scripture avthentic ! uncorrupt by man, 
Lorenzo, with my radius {the rich gift 

Ot thought” nocturnal !) 11 point out to thee 
Its various leſſons; ſome that may ſurprite 

An un-adept in mylteries of night; 

Little, perhaps, expected in her ſchool, 

Nor thought to grow on planet, or on ſtar. 
Bulls, lions, ſcorpions, monſters here we teign ; 
Ourſelves more monſtrous, not to ſee what here 
Eifts indeed ;—a lecture to mankind. 

What read we here — I h' exiſtence of a God? 
Ves; and of other beings, man above; 
Natives of ther! Sons of higher climes ! 

And, what may move Lorenzo's wonder more, 
Etcraity is written in the tkies, 

And whoſe eternity? —Lorenzo! thine ; 

M ankind's eternity. Nor faith alone, 
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Virtue grows here; here ſprings the ſov*reign cure 

Of almoſt ev'ry vice; but chiefly thige; 

Wrath, pride, ambition, and impure defire, 
Lorenzo, thou canſt wake at midni_ht too, 

Tho'not on morals bent: ambition, pleaſure ! 

Thoſe tyrants for thee to * weely fouglit, 

Aflord their harraſs'd flaves but ſlender ref. 

1hou, to whom midnight is immortal noon, 

And the ſun's noon-tide blaze, prime dawn of day; 

Not by thy climate, but capricious ctime, 

Comme ncing one of our aatipodes ! 

In thy nocturnal rove, one moment halt, 

'Twixt ſtage and ftage, of riot, and cabal; 

And lift thine eye (if bold an eye to lift, 

It bold to meet the face of injur'd heav'n) 

To yonder ſtars : for other ends they ſhine, 

1han to light revellers from ſhame to ſhame, 

And thus, be made neren in gunt. 
Why from yon arch, that infinite of ſpace, 

With infinite of lucid orbs replete, 

Which ſet the living tirmament on fire, 

At the firſt glance, in ſuch anoverwheim 

0: wonderfrl, on man's àfloniſh'd fight, 

Ruſſes Omuipotence - lo curb our pride; 

Uur reaſon rouſe, aad lend it to that pow'r, 

Whoſe love lets down theſe filver chains of 1! 

To draw np man's ambition to himſelf, 

And bind our chaſte aflections to his throne, 

Thus the three virtues, leaſt alive on carth, 

And welcom'd on heav'n's coaſt with mot applauſe, 

An humble, pure, and heav'nly-minded heart, 

Are here infpir'd;—And canſt thou gaze too long? 
Nor Rands thy wrath depriv'd of its reproof, 

Or un-upbtaided by this radiant choir. 

The planets of each ſyſtem repre eſent 

Kind neighbours ; mutual amity prevails; 

dect in terchang ge of rays, receiv'd, return's ; 
Eulight'ning, and enlighten'd! All, at once, 
Attracting, and attracted! Patiiot-like, 
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None fins againſt the welfare of the whole; 
zut their reciprocal, unſelfiſh aid, 

Afords an emblem of millennial love. 
Nothing in nature, much leſs conſcious being, 
Was e' er created ſolely for itſelf, . 

hus man his ſov'reign duty learns in this 
M; iter ial picture of benevolence, 

And K down, of all our ſupercilious race, 
Thou moſt inflammable; thou waſp of men! 
Man's angry heart, inſpected, would be found 
As rightly ſet, as are the ſtarry ſpheres; 
is nature's ſtructure, broke by ſtubborn wil], 
Breeds all that unceleſtial diſcord there, 

Wilt thou not feel the bias nature gave? 

Canſt thou deſcend from converſe with the fk:es, 
And ſeize thy brother's throat ?=For what ?--a clo? 
An inch of earth? The planets cry, **forbear.” 
They chace our double darkneſs; nature's gloom, 
And (Kinder ſtill!) our intellectual night, 

And ſee, day's amiable ſiſter ſends 
Her invitation in the ſofteſt rays 
Of mit Nee. luſtre; courts thy fight, 

Which ſuffers from her tyrant-brother's blaze. 
\. i2ht grants thee the full freedom of the files, 
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted eye; 

With gain, and joy, ſhe bribes thee “o be wiſe. 
Night opens the nobleſt ſcenes, and ſheds an awe, 
Which gives thoſe venerable ſcenes full weight, 
And deep reception, in th' wmtender*d:heart z ; 
While light t peps thro? the darkneſs, ike a {py : 
And darkaeſs ſhews its graudeur by the light 
Nor is the profit greater than the joy, 

Fe human hearts at glorious objects glow, 

nd acmiration can inſpire delig ut. 

Wat ſpeak I more, than I, this moment, fee!” 
With pleaſing ſtupor firſt the ſoul it firuck 
(Senpor or dain'd to make her truly wiſe!) 

Then into tranſport Karting from her trance 
th love, and admiration, how ſhe glows | 
15 gorggous apparatus; 1 his diſplay! 
0{,entation of creative pow'r 


8 


— 
* 
3 


FF TAY 
_ 


c i=. i, 
\ : hang” =_ —_— _ \ C l = '0 o \ = _ g 


. 


TIIE CONSOLATION, 


ils theatre -u hat eye can take it in- 

By what tiivine enchantment waz it raise“ 
For minds of the firſt ma 
In eadleſs ſpeculation 


3 
gnitude to launch 


as A „ 2 > 
aud 2do; S 


One ſun by day, by dight ten thouſand ſhine, 
Nd light us deep into the Deity; 


u boundleſs in Magnificence and might! 
O what a confluence of etheren! fires, 


} Fr; 1 1e 1 See £2 


om urys un-aumber'd, dow: 2 
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My 1eart, at once, it humbles 2; 


i 
.ays it in duſt, and calls it to the Ikles. 
TID » . 9 25 
ha ſees jt anexalted, or una 'd: 


\ 140 lees 


it, and can ſtop at hat 15 ſeen? 
Material offspring of Omnipotence! 
f unimate, U-Mimating birth! 
Work worthy Him who 
Ul praifel praiſe more 
. 


, . 
4 L « tf 
INACE 1t 


5G, wa; ls 4 
Worthy praise 
an human! nor deva 


th 
tho' man, drown'd in ſleep, 


7 praife divine! Bu 
With-holds his homage, not alone 1 wake; 
light legions ſwarm unſeen, and ing, unheard 
U il ear, tho 2lorious Architect, 
U1this his Univerſal tempie hung 
With hug 


more; 
* * 


tes, with innumerahle lights, 
2 * 8 * — ** 8 * + | » * = 
hat ſhed religion on the ſoul; at Once, 
temple, and the Preacher! O how jon 


calls devotion genuine growth of night! 
Devotion! daughter of attronomy! 
All unde vout aſtronomer 18 mad. 

tue; al things [peak a God: but in the ſmal!, 
len trace out him; in great, he ſeizes man; 
dees and elevates, and iv raps, and fills 
With new enquires, mid Ulociates new, 
Nell me. ye ſtars ! yeplanets! tell me, all 
N Ir, and planeted, inhabitants! What is t 
What day, Proud arch! 
oſe azure palaces they dwell) 
lat with divine ambition! jn diſdain 
Df limit built! built in the taite of heay'y 1 

| Concave ! ampſe dome! Waſt tho; denzn'q 


r are theſe ſons of Wonder ! 
TI 
Within wh 
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A meet apartment for the Deity !— 1 
Not ſo; That thought alone thy ſtate impairs, E 
Thy lofty ſinks, and ſhallows thy profound, F 
And ſtreightens thy diffuſive ! dwarts the whole, D 
And makes an univerſe an orrery. an 
But when I drop mine eye, and look on man, 0 
Thy right regain'd, thy grandeur is reſtor'd, 1 
O nature! wide flies off th* expanding round, C 
As when whole magazines, at once, are fir'd, 0 
The ſmitten air is hollow'd by the blow; A 
The vaſt diſploſion diſſipates the clouds; 
Shock'd zther's billows daſh the diſtant ſkies ; N. 
Thus (but far more) th' expanding round flies 0:1, 
And leaves a mighty void, a ſpacious womb, N. 
Might teem with new creation; re- inflam'd . 
1hy luminaries triumph and aſſume Al 
Divinity themſelves, Nor was it ſtrange, 11 
Matter high-wrought to ſuch ſurpriſing pomp, It 
Such godlike glory, ſtole the ſtyle of gods, bu 
From ages dark, obtuſe, and ſtecp'd in ſenſe; 1h 
For ſure, to ſenſe, they truly are divine, In 
And half abſolv'd idolatry from guilt; ] 
Nay, turn'd it into virtue. Such it was LO 
Jn thoſe, who put forth all they had of man WI 
Ualot, to lift their thought, nor mounted higher, Ha 
But, weak of wing, on planets perch'd ; and thought 10 
What was their higheſt, muſt be their ador'd. In; 
But they how weak, who could no higher mount! WW At 
And are there then, Lorenzo! hoſe, to whom . The 
Unſeen, and une xiſtent are the ſame ? 
And if incomprehenfble is join'd, 
Who dare pronounce it madaeſs to believe ? 
Why has the mighty Builder thrown aſide 
All meaſure in his work; ſtretch'd out his line 
So tar, aud ſpread amazement o'er the whole! 
Then (as he took delight in wide extremes) 
Deep in the boſom of his univerſe, 


Dropt down that reas'ning mire, : hat inſet, man, Mai 
To crawl, and gaze, and wonder at the ſcene — digh 
That man might ne'er preſume to plead amaze mes Tha 


For diſbelief of wonders in himſelf, Wot 
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Shall God he lefs miraculous than wh at, 
His hand has form'd? Shall myſteries deſcend 
From un- myſterious? I hings more elevate, 
Be more familiar > U ncreated lie 
More obvious than created, to the grafp 
Ot human thought? 1 he more of w youderful 
13 heard in Him, the more we ſhould aſſent. 
Could we conceive Him, God he could not be; 
Or He not God, or we could not be men. 
A God alone can comprehend a God; 
Man's AO how immenſe; On ſuch a theme, 
Know this, Lorenzo (ſeem it ne'er fo ſtrange;) 

Nothing can fat! fy but what confounds; 
Ne thing, but what aſtoniſhes, is true. 
Ine ſcene thou ſet it, atteſts the truth I ſing, 
And ev ry far theds light upon thy creed, 
i hefe ftars, this furniture, this coſt of Heav'n, 
t but reported, thou hadſt ne*er believ'd; 
but thine eye tells thee, the romance is true. 
ihe grand of nature is th' Almighty's oath, 
In rcaſon's court, to ſilence unbelief. 

_ How my mind, op'ning at this ſcene imbibes 

he moral emanations of the {kies, 
ir ne nought, pernaph, Lorenzo leſs admires ! 
Has the Great > ov Teipn ſent ten thouſand worlds 
10 teil us, He reſides above them all, 
in glory's unapproachable recets 
ind dare earth's bold inhabitants deny 

ine ſumptuous, the magnific embaſſy 

A moment's audience? 1urn we, nor will hear 


From whom they come, or what they would impart 


From man's emolument ; fole cauſe that ſtoops 
Their graadeur to man's eye? Lorenzo! route z 
Let thought, awaken'd, take the lightning's wing; 
And glance from caſt to weſt, trom pole to pole, 
Who ſees, but is confounded, or convinc'd? 
Renounces reaſon, or a God adores ? 

Mankind was ſent into the world to ſee : 

dight gives the ſcience needful to their peace; 
hat obvious ſcience aſks ſmall learning's aid. 
Would thou on metaphyſic pinions ſoar? 
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Or wound thy patience amid logic thoras? 
Or travel hiſtory's enormous round ? 
Nature no ſuch hard tak injoins: She gave 
A make to man directive of his thought; 
A make ſet upright, pointing to the ſtars, 
As who ſhould ſay, Read thy chief leſſon there,” 
Too late to read this manuſcript of heav*n, 
When, like a parchment-ſcroll, ſhrunk up by flames, 
It folds Lorenzo's leſſon from his fight. 
Leſſon how various! Not the God alone, 
T ice His minifters; I fee, diſtus'd 
In radiant orders, eſſeaces ſublime, 
Of various otfces, of various plume, 
In heav'nly liveries, diſtinaly, clad, 
Azure, green, purple, pearl, or downy gold. 
Or all commizx'd ; they ſtand, with wings onprecd 
Liſt'ning to catch the matter's leaſt command, 
And fly thro' nature, ere the moment ends; 
Numbers innumerable !— Well conce:v'd 
By pagan, and by chriſtian! O'er each tphere 
Prefides an angel, to direct its courſe, 
And feed, or fan, its flames; or to diſcharge 
Other high truſts uaknown, -. For who can tee 
Such pomp of matter, aad imagine, mind, 
For which alone inanimate was made, 
More ſparingly difpe s'd? That nobler Son, 
Far liker the great Sire! is thus the Kies 
I'itorm us of {ſuperiors numberleſs, 
As much, in excellence, above mankind, 
As above earth, in magnitude, the ſpheres, 
1 heſe, as a cloud of witneſtes, hang o'er us; 
In a throng'd theatre are all our decd:; 
Perhaps, a thouſand demi-gods deſcend 
Ou ev*ry beam we ſee, to walk with men. 
Awful reflection! Strong reftraiat from ill! 
Yet, here, our virtue finds till ſtronger aid 
From theſe ethereal glories ſenſe ſurveys. 


Something, like magic, irikes from this blue van, 


With juft attention is it view'd? We feel 
A ſudden ſuccour, unimplor'd, unthought ; 
Nature herſelf does half the work of mai, 
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„ vers, mountains, foreſts, deſerts, rocks, 
omoatory's height, the depth protoun 
[erranean, excavated prots, 

brow'd, and vaulted high, and yawning wide 
ature's ſtincture, or the cope of time; 
le of dimenſion, vaſt of ze, 
1cſe an aggrandizing impulſe give; 
emn thought enthuſiaſtic heiphts 
-hefe infuſe, - But what of vaſt in theſe? 
g or we muſt own the ſſ ies forgot. 
leſs in art.— Vain art! hou pigmy-pow'r! 
oft thou ſwell, and ſtrut, with human pride, 

'wthy littleneſs! What clildiſh toys, 
vatry columns ſquir ted to the clouds! 
aſon'd rivers, and impriſon'd ſcas! 
ountains moulded into forms of men ! 
andred-pated capitals! Or thoſe | 
three days travel left us much to ride; 
; on miracles by mortals wrought, | 
;triumphal, theatres immenſe, 

(1 1ding garcens pendent in mid-air ! 

iples proud to meet their Gods half-way ! 

oſe affect us in no common Kind: 

hen the force of ſuch ſuperior ſcenes / 

1 temple, it will firike an awe: 

we from this the Deity has 2 5 . 

man ſeen, tho' ſilent, counſel gives: 

uch'd ſpectator wiſhes to be 4 

. mirror his own hands have made, 

ſee ſomething like the face of God, 

it not then en ough, to ſay, Lorenzo! 

u abandon'd, © Halt thou ſeen the ik es?” 

yet, ſo thwarted nature's Kind def gu 

ng man, he makes her ſacred awe 

guard from ill) his ſhelter, his temptation 

re than common guilt, and quite inverts 

| art's intent. The trembling ſtars 

mes gigantic, fialking thro' the gloom, 

ront erect, that hide their head by dax, 

King night ſtill darker by their deeds, | 

ung in covert, till the ſhades deſccud,; | 
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Rapine and murder, link'd, now prowl for prey. 
The miſer earths his treaſure ; and the thief, 
Watching the mole, half-beggars him ere morn, 
Now plots, and foul conſpiracies, awake ; 

And, muffling up their horrors from the moon, 


Havock and devaſtation they prepare, 


And Kingdoms tott'ring in the field of blood. 
Now ſons of riot in mid-revel rage. 

What ſhall I do? ſuppreſs it? or proclaim ?— 
Why ſleeps the thunder? Now, Lorenzo! now, 
His beſt friend's couch the rank adulterer 
Aſcends ſecure ; and laughs at gods and men. 
Prepoſt'rous madmen, void of fear or ſhame, 


Lay their crimes bare to theſe chaſte eyes of Heay'n; 


Yet ſhrink, and ſhudder at a mortal's fight ! 
Were moon, and ftars, for villains only made ? 

To guide, yet ſcreen them, with tenebrious light! 
No; they were made to faſhion the ſublime 

Of human hearts, and wiſer make the wiſe, 


Thoſe ends were anſwer'd once; when mortals 1:1 


Of fironger wing, of aquiline aſcent 

In theory ſublime. O how unlike 

i hoſe vermin of the night this moment ſung, 
ho crawl on earth, and on her veaom feed! 
Thoſe ancient ſages, human ftars! they met 
Their brothers of the ſkies, at midnight hour; 
Their counſel aſk'd ; and, what they aſk d, obe) d. 
The Stapirite, and Plato, he who drank : 
he poiſon'd bowl, and he of Tuſculum, 

With him of Corduba (immortal names) 

In thefe unbounded, and Elyſian walks, 

Au area fit for gods, and godlike men, ä 
They took their nightly round, thro? radiant paths 
By ſeraphs trod; inſtructed, chiefly, thus, 

To tread in their bright footſteps here below; 
To walk in worth till brighter than the ſkies. 
There, they contracted their contempt of earth; 
Of hopes eternal kindled, there, the fire; 

There, as in near approach, they glow'd, and grey 
{Great viſitants!) more intimate with God, 

More worth to men, more joyous to themſelves 
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ro' various virtues, they, with ardour, ran 


e zodiac of their learn'd, illuſtrious lives. 
In chriſtian hearts, O for a pagan zeal: 
needful, but opprobrious pray'r! As much 
ir ardout leſs, as greater is our light. 


v monſtrous this in morals! Scarce more ſtrange 


1d this phenomenon in nature ſtrike, 

ſun, that froze us, or a ſtar, that warm'd. 
What taught theſe heroes of the moral world? 
) theſe thou giv'ſt thy praiſe, give credit too; 


eſe doctors ne'er were penſion'd to deceive thee z 


id pagan tutors are thy taſte.— They taught, 
at, narrow views betray to miſery : 
at, wiſe it is to comprehend the whole : 
at virtue roſe from nature, ponder'd well, 
e fingle baſe of virtue built to heawn : 
at, God, and nature, our attention claim: 
at, nature is the glaſs reflecting God, 
by the ſea, reflected is the ſun, 
o glorious to be gaz'd on in his ſphere : : 

lat, mind immortal loves immortal aims: 
dat, boundleſs mind affects a boundleſs ſpace: 
at, vaſt ſurveys, and the ſublime of things, 
e ſoul aſſimilate, and make her great: 
at therefore, heav'n her glories, as a fund 
inſpiration, thus ſpreads out to man. 
ch are their doctrines; ſuch the night inſpir'd. 


And what more true? Whar truth of greater v eig ht 


ie foul of man was made to walk the ſkies ; 
4ightful outlet of her priſon here! 

ere, diſincumber'd from her chains, the ties 
toys terreftrial, ſhe can rove at large ; 

1ere, freely can reſpire, dilate, extend, 

full proportion let looſe all her pow'rs ; 


ud, undeluded, graſp at ſomething great. 
or, as a wee, does ſhe er there; 


th wonderful herſelf, thro? wonder ftrays ; 
ate atemplating their grandeur, finds her own; 


es deep in their economy divine, 


5 high in judgment on their various laws, 
ie a maſter, judges not amiſs. 
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Hence greatly pleas'd, and juſtly proud, the ſoul = 
Grows conſcious of her birth celeftial ; breathes * 
More life, more vigour, in her native air; * 
And feels herſelf at home among the ſtars; N. 


And, feeling, emulates her country's praiſe. 
What call we, then, the firmament, Lorenzo — 
As earth the body, fince, the ſkies ſuſtain 0 
The ſoul with food, that gives immortal life, 
Call it, the noble paſture of the mind; 
Which there expatriates, ſtrengthens, and exults, 
And riots thro? the laxuries of thought, 
Call it, the garden of the Deity, 
Bloſtom'd with ſtars, redundant in the growth 
Of fruit ambroßal; moral fruit to man. 
Call it the breaſt- plate of the true high-prieſt, 
Ardent with gems oracular, that give, 
In points of higheſt moment, right reſponſe ; 
And ill neglected, if we prize our peace, 
1hus, have we found a true aſtrology ; 
Thus, have we found a new, and noble ſenſe, 
In which alone ſtars govern human fates. 
O that the ſtars (as ſome have feign'd) let fall 
Blood ſhed, and havock, on embattled realms, 
And reſcu'd monarchs from ſo black a guilt 
Bourbon! this wiſh how gen'rous in a foe! 
Would'ſt thou be great, would'ſt thou become a ged. 
And ſtick thy deathleſs name among the ſtars, 
For mighty conqueſts on a needle's point? 
Iaſtead of forging chains for foreigners, Aue 
zaſtile thy tutor: grandeur all thy aim? WR, 
As yet thou know'ſt not what it is: how preat, #5 
How glorious, then, appears the mind of man, — 
When in it all the ſtars, and planets, roll; 
And what it ſeems, it is: great objects make 


Great minds, enlarging as their views enlarge; Aud! : 
Thoſe ſtill more godlike, as theſe more divine. Than 

And more divine than theſe, thou canft not bee. kt a. 
Iazzled, o'erpow'r'd, with the delicious dravg'it Aubbu 
Of miſcellaneous ſplendors, how I rec! u me; 
From thought to thought, inchriate, without end du Dad 
An Eden, this ! a Paradiſe unloſt 1 A : 


* 


* 
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* 
ie my lot—but, oh! muſt it tramſcend 
gcach of time, deſpair a diſtant end? 
Vi; dreadful growth ſhoot forward and ariſe, 
\\1,-re thought can't follow, and bold fancy dies! 
ver! Where falls the ſoul at that dread ſound ? 
wan abyſs how dark, and how profound! 
a, down, (I ſtill am falling, horrid pain!) 
"cr thouſand thouſand fathoms ſtill remain; 
\[/ >{unge but ſtill begun—and this for tn? 
I oflend if I had never been, 
at ill increas'd the ſeaſeleſs happy maſs, 
oed in the ſtream, or ſhiver'd in the graſs? 
Father of mercies! why from flent earth 
4 thou awake and curſe me into birth? 
tat me from quiet, raviſh me from night, 
d make a thanklets preſeat of thy light! 
Pl into being a reverſe of thee, 
nimate a clod with miſery ? 
de beaſts are happy! they come forth, and keep 
watch on earth, and then lie down to ſleep: 
for man; and, oh! how vaſt a pain 
mes, Which made the Gadicad bleed in vain? 
Id his groans, as far as in them lay, 
ung his agonies and death away! 
dire pun.ſhmeat for ever ſtrong, 
»nſtitution too, for ever young. 
vith returas of vigour, itill the ſame, 
1 ku to bear, and ſatisfy the flame; 
dd he caught, aud ſtill to be purſu'd! 
criſh ſtill, and ſtill to be renew'd! 
a this, my helo! my God! at thy decree? 
e is chang'd, and hell ſhould ſuccour me. 
auſt thou then look down from perfect bliſs, 
me plunging in the dark abyis? 
17 thee Father in a ſea of fire 
ring blaſphemies at thy deſire? 
nortais anguiſh wilt thou raiſe thy name, 
y my pangs Omnipotence proclaim. 
u, who canſt toſs the planets to and fro, 
act not thy great vengeance to my woe; 
worlds; in hotter flames fall'n angels lay; 
''* almighty wrath is caſt away. 
ick thy thunders, Lord! hold in thy rage, 
"1th a ſpeck of wretchedneſs engage: 
e me quite, nor ſtoop a worm to blame, 
"ive me in the greatneſs of thy name. 
0 
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4 Thou art all love, all mercy, all divine, 

« And ſhall I make thoſe glories ceaſe to ſhine? 
& Shall ſinful man grow great by his offence, 

& And from its conrſe turn back Omnipotence 


& Forbid it! and oh! grant, great God! at 1:2! 


« This one, this ſlender, almoſt no requeſt; 

« When 1 have wept a thouſand lives away; 

«& When torment is grown weary of its prey; 
« When I have rav'd ten thouſand years in fire. 
« Ten thouſand thouſand, let me then expire.” 

Deep anguiſh ! but too late; the hopeleſs o. 
Bound to the bottom of the burning pool, 
Tho? loath, and ever loud blaſpheming, owns 
He's juſtly doom'd to pour eternal groans; 
Enclos'd with horrors, and trausfix'd with pain, 
Rolling in vengeance, ſtruggling with his chain, 
To talk to fiery tempeſts, to implore 
The raging flame to give its burning o'er ; 

To tofs, to writhe, to pant beneath his load, 
And bear the weight of an offended God. 

The favour'd of their Judge in triumph move 
To take poſſeſſion of their thrones above; 
Satan's accurſt deſertion to ſupply, 

And fil] the vacant ſtations of the ſky ; 
Again to Kindle long extinguiſh'd rays, 

And with new lights dilate the heav*nly blaze; 
To crop the roſes of immortal youth, 

And drink the tountain head of ſacred truth; 
Jo ſwim in ſeas of bliſs, to firike the ſtring, 
And lift the voice of their Almighty King ; 
To loſe eternity in grateful lays, 

And fill heav'n's wide circumference with pra 

But I attempt the wond'rons height in vai, 
And leave untiniſh'd the too lofty ſtrain; 
What boldly I begin let others end ; 

My ftrength exhauſted, fainting I deſcend, 
And chuſe a leſs, but no ignoble theme, 
Diſſolving elements, and worlds ia flame. 

The fatal period, the great hour is come, 
And nature thrinks at her approaching doom 
Loud peals of thunder give the ſign, and a 
Heav'n's terrors in array ſurround the ba; 
Sharp lightnings with the meteors? blaze con 
And, darted downward, ſet the world on e: 
Black rifing clouds the thicken'd ether choke 
And ſpiry flames dart thro” the rolling {wok 
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keen vibrations cut the fallen night, 
| firike the darken'd (ky With rn, light; 
ne av'n's four regions, with immortal force, 
drive on the wind's, impetuous courſe, 
age the flame; it ſpreads, it-foars on high, 
in the ſtorm, and billows thro” the ſky :; 
winding pyramids on fire aſcend, 
„ and deſarts in one ruin ble d; 
ing volumes, wafted, overwhelm 
© {yacious face of a far diſtant realm; 
, undermin'd, down ruth eternal hills, 

zhb'ring vales the vaſt deſtruction fills, 
it thou that dreadful crack? that found which 
| als of thunder and the centre ſhook? [broke 
\ 4: wonders muſt that groan of nature tell? 

+113 there, and mighty Atlas, fell; 

'2em'd above the reach of fate to ſtand, 

"ng monument of God's right hand; 

i and ſmoke, whoſe brow ſo lately ſpread 
ter'd countries its diffuſive ſhade. 

ne that celebrated ſpot, where all 

ous rulers of the ſever'd ball 
ambly ſought wealth, honour, and redreſs; 
d which heav'n ſeem'd diligent to bleſs, 
d Britannia: can her glories end? 
t ſurrounding ſeas her realms defend? 
flames behold ſurrounding ſeas ! 
their waters but augment the blaze. 

030 angel ſay, Where ran proud Afia's bound? 
0% tee with fruits was fair Europa crown'd ? 
retch'd waſte Lybia? Where did India's ſtore 
un diamonds and her golden ore? 

in each, their mingling Kingdoms glow, 

Holv'd one fiery deluge flow; 

th's contending monarchies are join'd, 

period of ambition ünd. 

o whate*er or ſwims, or walks, or flies, 
| > its of ſea, or earth, or {kies; 
dom Adam's wiſdom fix'd a name, 

ge, and periſh in the conqu'ring flame. 
lobe alone would but defraud the fire, 
devouring rage; the flakes aſpire, 
h the clouds, and make the heav'ns their prey; 
the moon, the ſtars, all melt away 

1 3 loſt; no monument, no ſign, 

Ace ſo proudly blaz'd the gay machine. 
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So bubbles on the foamivg ſtream expire, 

So ſparks that ſcatter from the kindling fire; 

The devaſtations of one dre adful hour 

The great Creator's fix days work devour, 

A mighty, mighty ruin! yet one ſoul 

Has more to boaſt, and far outweighs the whole; 

Exalted in ſupetior excellence, 

Caſts down to nothing, ſuch a vaſt expence. 

Have you not ſeen th' ctzrnaal mountains nod, 

An earth diſſolving, a deſcending God; 

What ſtrange ſurprizes through all nature ran? 

For whom thefe revolutions but for man? 

For him, Omnipotence new meaſurcs takes; 

For him, thro' all eternity, awakes ; 

Pours on him gifts ſufficient to ſupply 

Heav'n's lots, aud with freth glories üll the y. 
Think deeply then, O man, how great thou art : 

Pay thyſelt homage with a trembling heart; 

What angels guard, no longer dare neglect, 

Slighting thyſelt, affront not God's reſpect, 

Enter the ſacred temple of thy breaſt, 

Aud gaze, and wander there, a ravith'd gueſt; 

Gaze on thoſe hidden treaſures thou ſhalt find, 

Wander thro” all the glories of thy mind. 

Of pertect knowledge, ſee, the dawning light 

Foretels a noon moſt exquiſitely bright! 

Here, ſprings of endleſs joy are breaking fort! 

1 here, buds the promiſe of celeftial worth! 

Wor'h which mutt ripen in a happier clime, 

And brighter ſun, heyond the bounds of time, 

Thou, Minor, canſt not gueſs thy vaſt eſtate, 

What fores, on foreign coaſts, thy landing walt: 

Loſe not thy claim, let virtue's path be trod; 

Thus glad all heav'n, and pleaſe that bounteons G0 

Who, to light thee to pleaſures, hung on high 

Yon radiant orb, proud regent of the ſky : 

That ſervice done, its beams ſhall fade away, 

Aud God thine forth in one eternal day, 


FINIS. 


